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A  RED  SISTER, 


CHAPTEK  I. 

If  Lady  Honor  could  have  had  her  wish,  and 
have  found  a  hiding-place  for  herself  in  the 
library  during  Lady  Joan's  interview  with  Dr. 
Gallagher,  the  first  name  she  would  have 
heard  on  Gallagher's  lips  would,  contrary  to 
her  expectations,  have  been,  not  Herrick's,  not 
Lois's,  but  her  own.  *'  This  young  lady  must 
have  our  first  attention,  my  lady,"  she  would 
have  heard  the  man  saying  in  his  usual  oily 
tone;  ^4f  we  don't  mind  what  we're  about,  we 
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shall  have  Mr.  Gaskell  back  at  LoEgridge 
before  we  know  wbere  we  are." 

^^We,"  ^^our."  For  all  the  world  as  if 
they  were  two  men  rowing  in  one  boat,  or 
two  soldiers  defending  one  citadel,  or  two 
sailors  trying  to  bring  a  leaky  vessel  into 
port. 

A  few  months  back  Lady  Joan,  with  a  word 
or  look  would  have  frozen  into  silence  and 
respect  any  man  who  had  dared  thus  to  bracket 
his  interests  with  hers.  Now,  instead  of  rebufiP, 
he  received  simply  the  question : 

"  What  do  you  advise  ?  " 

A  big  blazing  fire  crackled  up  the  library 
chimney.  Lady  Joan  had  drawn  her  chair  as 
close  to  it  as  it  could  well  go.  Sideways  to 
her,  and  facing  the  light,  sat  Gallagher, 
leaning  forward,  with  his  arms  resting  on  a 
small  table,  and  his  eyes  from  beneath  his 
bushy  brows  closely  scrutinising  her  face. 
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Seen  thus  in  the  full  light  of  the  wiutry 
sunshine,  the  man  assuredly  was  not  '^good 
to  look  at."  Lady  Honor,  in  the  brief 
glimpse  which  she  had  had  of  him,  had  seen 
only  that  he  was  lean  and  sinuous  in  figure ; 
dark-skinned  and  dark-haired.  If  she  could 
have  had  a  full  view  of  him  now,  as  he  faced 
the  light,  she  would  have  further  noted  that 
he  had  sunken,  restless  eyes,  set  very  close 
together,  bushy  eyebrows,  a  flat  forehead, 
and  face  literally  scored  with  oblique 
wrinkles. 

^'  My  advice  is  very  simple,"  he  said 
mellifluously  still,  in  reply  ;  ^'  the  young 
lady  has  asked  for  her  cousin's  address,  and 
is,^  no  doubt,  bent  on  keeping  him  in  touch 
with  events  here.  Yery  well,  then;  sujoply 
her  with  an  address  to  which  she  may  post 
her  letters.  Those  letters  will  be  a  splendid 
outlet  for  her  energy,  of  which  you  say  she  has 
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enough  and  to  spare,  and  will  do  harm  to 
nobody." 

'^  Supply  her  with  an  address  ! "  repeated 
Lady  JoaUj  blankly.  ^^I  do  not  understand 
you." 

Gallagher  gave  a  short,  low  laugh — a  laugh 
which,  strange  to  say,  set  not  one  of  those 
oblique  wrinkles  of  his  moving,  nor  as  much 
as  raised  a  sparkle  in  his  eye. 

^*  Ah,  my  lady,  you  haven't  knocked  about 
the  world  and  had  the  experience  of  life  that 
I  have,  or  you  would  catch  my  meaning 
more  quickly."  Here  he  felt  in  his  waistcoat- 
pocket,  and  drew  thence  a  card. 

''  On  this  card,"  he  continued,  '•  is  the  ad- 
dress of  an  old  friend  of  mine  at  Cleeve's  Hill, 
Luton  "West,  California.  Now,  my  lady,  if 
you'll  be  good  enough  to  transfer  this  address 
to  the  back  of  an  envelope  with  Mr.  Gaskell's 
name    upon    it — in  which  you  have   already 
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placed  a  blank  sheet  of  paper — and  seal,  and 
leave  it  lying  about  as  if  ready  for  the  post, 
I'll  wager  ten  to  one  that  the  Lady  Honor 
lights  upon  it,  and  forthwith  pours  out  her 
confidences  to  her  cousin  in  a  letter  similarly 
addressed.  I  will,  on  my  part,  take  the  pre- 
caution of  writing  to  my  old  friend,  asking  him 
to  return  all  letters  addressed  to  Mr.  Gaskell  to 
me.     IS'ow  do  you  understand  me,  my  lady  ?  " 

Lady  Joan  took  the  card  which  he  held 
towards  her,  glanced  at  it,  tossed  it  con- 
temptuously on  a  side  table. 

"I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  descending  to 
artifices  of  this  sort,"  she  said,  with  a  flash  of 
her  old  haughty  manner. 

Gallagher  eyed  her  keenly  for  a  moment, 
beneath  his  bent,  bushy  eyebrows.  He  did 
not  press  the  matter  farther,  however ;  but 
changed  the  subject  suddenly — one  might 
almost  say  with  a  jerk. 
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''  I  heard  from  my  wife  at  Ballinacrae  last 
night,"  he  said ;  ^'  that  was  my  real  reason  for 
coming  over  to  the  Castle  this  morning." 

Lady  Joan  was  all  attention  at  once. 

^'And  the  girl — Lucy  Harwood — how  is 
she?"  she  asked,  turning  towards  him. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "Her  health 
is  exactly  what  one  would  expect  in  the  child 
of  such  a  mother — capricious  ;  one  day  she  is 
out  walking,  the  next  she  is  in  bed." 

Lady  Joan  seemed  to  keep  her  self-control 
with  difficulty.  "Tell  me  exactly  what  her 
mental  condition  is.  I  am  deeply  interested 
in  the  girl,"  she  said,  with  an  ill-disguised 
eagerness. 

"  No  doubt,"  he  answered.  Did  Lady 
Joan's  ears  deceive  her,  or  was  there  the 
^spicion  of  a  sneer  in  his  voice  ?  "  Well,  my 
lady,  at  the  present  moment  she  is  as  sane  as 
you  and  I  are  ;  but  let  her  live  on  for  another 
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ten  years  or  so,  and  she  will  be  as  mad  as  ever 
her  mother  was — I'll  stake  my  professional 
reputation  on  it !  " 

Lady  Joan  put  her  hand  to  her  brow  as  if 
smitten  by  a  sudden  pain  there. 

Gallagher,  still  steadily  eyeing  her,  made  a 
remark  which  seemed  apropos  of  nothing  at  all. 
It  was : 

'^  The  study  of  temperament  and  character 
is  to  me  the  most  delightful  of  studies." 

Lady  Joan  made  no  acknowledgment  of  the 
remark,  did  not  so  much  as  withdraw  her  hand 
from  her  eyes. 

Gallagher  went  on : 

^'  The  temperaments  of  these  two  women, 
Lucy  and  her  mother,  were  not,  however, 
sufficiently  complex  to  interest  me  keenly. 
They  belong  to  a  type  with  which  our 
asylums  abound,  and  which  is  the  product  of 
the  union  of  the  lymphatic  with  the  melan- 
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cholic  temperament.  Ah  !  Asylums  are  the 
places  for  the  study  of  character.  Tempera- 
ment has  to  be  thought  of  there  before  any- 
thing else,  and  studied  under  the  most  difficult 
conditions,  if  a  cure  is  to  be  attempted.  No 
doctor  who  understands  his  business,  would 
administer  drugs,  except  for  the  alleviation  of 
transitory  symptoms. ' ' 

Lady  Joan  withdrew  her  hand  from  her 
eyes.  The  expression  on  her  face  seemed  to 
say:  *^I  do  not  follow  you;  I  haven't  the 
remotest  idea  of  your  meaning ;  but  I  know  it 
is  of  first  importance  that  I  should  hear  you 
out." 

Gallagher  resumed : 

^^  It  was  hard  work  at  times;  but  the  skill 
I  acquired  in  the  discernment  of  character 
and  the  discovery  of  motives  under  the  most 
complex  conditions,  amply  repaid  me.  After 
a    time    I    attained    a    wonderful  facility  in 
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following  the  intricacies  of  ill-balanced  brains, 
and  assigning  a  pm-pose  to  apparently  purpose- 
less actions.  '^  My  lady,"  here  he  leaned 
forward,  speaking  with  arrestive  emphasis, 
'^  the  skill  I  gained  in  the  asylums  I  brought 
out  of  them  with  me ;  and  now  I  defy — yea, 
defy — a  living  soul  to  draw  my  attention  to 
an  apparently  motiveless  action,  or  course  of 
action,  for  which  I  could  not  in  due  course  lay 
bare  to  view  the  prompting  motive." 

Lady  Joan  gave  a  great  start.  This,  then 
was  the  point  to  which  the  man  had  been 
leading  her. 

He  gave  her  no  time  for  reply,  but  went 
back  suddenly  to  his  former  topic  of  con- 
versation. 

"  All  this  is  a  digression,  however,  from  the 
point  we  were  discussing,  the  desirability  of 
supplying  the  Lady  Honor  with  an  address 
to  which    she    may  send    her — no    doubt — 
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effusive  epistles.  My  lady,  our  course  at  the 
present  moment  requires  to  be  shaped  at 
once  with  courage  and  judgment ;  there  must 
be  no  weak  hand  to  guide  the  helm.  So  far 
things  have  gone  well.  One  girl  is  in  a 
convent,  she  is  safe  enough;  the  other  girl 
is  under  my  care,  she  is,  if  possible,  safer 
still,"  here  he  gave  another  slight,  un- 
mirthful  laugh  ;  ^'  but  a  good  deal  yet 
remains  to  be  done  which  Mr.  GaskelPs 
return  might  seriously  interfere  with.  The 
purchase  of  Southmoor,  for  instance,  is  not 
yet  complete. 

Lady  Joan  turned  and  faced  him  with 
arched  eyebrows. 

^^  "Who  told  you,"  she  exclaimed,  "  that  I 
contemplated  purchasing  Southmoor?" 

^^  My  lady,  it  so  happens  that  I  have  some 
troublesome  law  business  of  my  own  on  hand 
just  now,  and  as  Mr.  McGowan  is  an  excellent 
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lawyer,  I  have  commissioned  him  to  carry  it 
through  for  me.  I  ventured  to  give  your  lady- 
ship's name  for  a  reference  as  to  my  respecta- 
bility." Here  Lady  Joan  gave  a  great 
indignant  start.  Her  lips  parted,  but  not  a 
word  escaped  them.  ^'  It  was  quite  casually," 
he  went  on,  ^ through  a  junior  clerk  in  the 
office,  that  I  became  aware  that  Southmoor 
was  in  the  market,  and  that  your  ladyship 
was  an  intending  purchaser." 

The  emphasis  which  the  man  laid  upon  the 
words  *'  quite  casually,"  suggested  immediately 
to  Lady  Joan's  mind  the  thought  that  his  in- 
formation had  been  obtained  by  artfully  con- 
trived circuitous  means.  Possibly,  in  like 
manner,  he  had  made  it  his  business  to  obtain 
farther  information  respecting  her  private 
affairs. 

His  next  remark  seemed  to  give  substance 
to  the  suspicion. 
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^^  A  great  deal  of  nonsense  is  current  as  to 
the  secrecy  whicli  lawyers  maintain  concerning 
tlieir  clients'  affairs.  I  suppose  it  is  the  locked 
up  tin  boxes  with  which  they  stuff  their  offices 
that  have  set  the  idea  afloat.  They  are  as 
great  a  sham  as  the  flung-back  iron  gates  which 
some  asylums  affect  in  order  to  give  the  im- 
pression that  the  patients  can  walk  out  when- 
ever they  feel  inclined." 

Lady  Joan  made  an  uneasy  movement  with 
her  hand.  It  was  an  uncomfortable  thought 
that  this  man,  with  his  keen  eye  for  character 
and  avowed  skill  in  the  discovery  of  motive, 
should  have  perhaps  wormed  himself  into  the 
confidence  of  a  junior  clerk  of  the  firm  that 
had  drawn  up  the  will  of  thirty  years  back, 
which  had  left  her  sole  mistress  of  her  husband's 
wealth.  She  could  feel  the  man's  deep-seated 
eyes  fixed  full  on  her  very  eye-balls.  She  leaned 
back  in  her  chair,  saying  nothing,  taxing  her 
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strength  to  keep  the  turmoil  in  her  brain  from 
showing  in  her  face. 

He  resumed : 

^'  But  all  this  is  wide  of  the  mark.  What  I 
most  wished  to  impress  upon  your  ladyship 
was  the  desirability  that  Mr.  GaskelPs  return 
to  Longridge  should  not  be  hastened.  Let  the 
purchase  of  Southmoor  be  complete,  and  that 
farm  out  in  Australia  be  bought  for  Ealph 
Harwood,  and  Mr.  Gaskell  may  come  back  as 
soon  as  he  pleases  and  overhaul  the  banker's 
book  to  his  heart's  content." 

Lady  Joan  felt  it  was  incumbent  on  her  to 
speak. 

^'  The  price  required  for  that  farm  seems  to 
me  altogether  exorbitant,"  she  said.  '^  The 
money  produced  by  the  sale  of  the  Wrexford 
farm  should  go  towards  it." 

''  My  lady,"  said  Gallagher,  for  a  moment 
dropping  his  mellifluous  tone  for  a  business- 
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like  one,  ^'  every  penny  that  Wrexford  farm 
fetches  in  the  market  must  go  into  my  pocket. 
Ealph  owes  me  the  worth  of  that  farm  over 
and  over  again ;  and  before  he  sets  sail  for 
Australia  I  shall  expect  him  somehow  to  raise 
the  money  and  pay  off  the  thousands  he 
has  drained  me  of  during  the  past  few 
years." 

Lady  Joan  rose  to  the  bait  at  once. 

^^  I  will  charge  myself  with  those  thousands," 
she  said.  ^'  I  do  not  wish  the  man's  journey 
to  Australia  to  be  delayed." 

Gallagher's  accents  grew  mellifluous  again. 

'^  Thanks,  my  lady,  I  will,  with  your  per- 
mission, draw  up  an  estimate  of  the  sums  I 
have  supplied  him  with  from  time  to  time.  I 
agree  with  you  that  the  sooner  Ealph  is  shipped 
off  the  better.  He  is  a  weak,  shifty  sort  of 
fellow,  and  completely  under  the  thumb  of  his 
father-confessor."    He  broke  off  for  a  moment. 
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Then  added,  in  a  deprecating  tone  :  *^  Ah,  those 
priests,  with  their  fingers  in  every  pie  !  Don't 
be  afraid,  my  lady,  they're  not  likely,  any  one 
of  them,  to  enter  my  honse  at  Ballinacrae. 
I've  given  strict  orders  to  my  wife  not  to  let 
one  of  them  have  access  to  Lucy." 

Lady  Joan  grew  deadly  pale ;  her  eyes 
drooped.  She  did  not  dare  to  put  the  question 
which  would  have  come  naturally  enough  to 
the  lips  of  most  people  thus  addressed  : 

^^How  can  it  possibly  matter  to  me  how 
many  father- confessors  go  near  this  girl  ?  " 

Gallagher,  leaning  forward  still,  with  his 
arms  resting  on  the  small  table,  and  with 
eyes  never  once  lifted  from  her  face,  went 
on : 

"•  I  said  to  my  wife,  ^  If  one  of  those  long- 
coated  gentlemen  get  at  the  girl  and  put 
thoughts  into  her  head  about  the  duty  of 
observing  the  Church's  ordinance  of  confession. 
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how  shall  I  be  able  to  ask  of  my  lady  the 
very  handsome  sum  she  is  paying  me  for  her 
care  and  maintenance  ? '  " 

Lady  Joan  seemed  suddenly  to  feel  the  heat 
of  the  fire.  She  pushed  her  chair  sharply  back 
from  the  fireplace.  Yet  if  any  one  had  touched 
her  hand  he  would  have  found  it  cold  as  the 
snow  which  lay  so  thickly  outside  on  the 
garden  paths. 

'^  Now  this  Father  Elliot,"  he  went  on,  ^^  who 
has  so  much  influence  over  the  girl,  is  a  most 
dangerous  man  in  this  respect.  You'll  be  glad 
to  hear,  my  lady " 

Lady  Joan,  suddenly  and  impetuously,  rose 
to  her  feet. 

"One thing — one  thing,"  she  said,  speaking 
vehemently,  imperiously — ""  one  thing,  at  least, 
I  will  insist  on !  Whatever  else  is  done  or  left 
undone,  this  man — this  priest  shall  not  enter 
my  house.    I  will  not  see  him — speak  to  him ; 
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I  will  not  have  him  brought  here.  Thirty  years 
ago  I  said  that  he  should  go  at  once  and  for 
ever  out  of  my  life — he  shall  not  be  brought 
back  into  it  now." 

She  spoke  excitedly.  She  had  evidently  for- 
gotten that  she  was  addressing  a  man  to  whom 
her  life  of  '^thirty  years  ago  "was  a  blank 
page. 

He  gave  her  one  long,  steady,  searching 
look. 

^^  Ah,"  he  thought,  ^^  they  were  lovers  long 
ago,  not  a  doubt.  This  puts  the  matter  into  a 
nutshell,  and  explains  why  the  priest  was,  as 
Ealph  said,  so  strangely  affected  when  he 
heard  the  lady's  name." 

Aloud  he  said,  not  attempting  to  rise,  as  she 
had  risen : 

^^  Don't  be  uneasy,  my  lady ;  you're  not 
likely  to  be  troubled  with  him.  I  was  about  to 
tell  you  that  he  left  Longridge  more  than  a 
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week  ago  to  join  a  society  for  African  missions. 
They  have  what  they  call  an  Apostolic  College 
at  Cork.  Harwood  says  the  Father  has  volun- 
teered for  the  mission  to  Dahomey,  from  which 
delightful  bourne  I  should  say  it  is  extremely 
probable  that  at  his  age  he  will  never  return. 
It  yearly  engulfs  any  number  of  religious  en- 
thusiasts.'' 

Lady  Joan  drew  a  long  breath,  and  sank  back 
in  her  chair. 

^'I  can  talk  with  you  no  longer  to-day,'' 
she  said,  in  a  voice  that  sounded  strained  and 
feeble.  ^^  If  you  have  anything  of  importance 
to  say  to  me,  come  again  in  a  day  or  two. 
But,  but " 

She  broke  off  abruptly,  not  daring  to  finish 
her  sentence,  with  the  words : 

'•^  But,  for  Heaven's  sake,  don't  come  here 
with  no  other  purpose  than  to  play  with  me  as 
a  cat  plays  with  a  mouse." 
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Gallagher  rose  from  his  chair,  and 
bowed. 

"  There  is  one  thing  of  first  import- 
ance," he  said,  "to  which  I  shall  be  com- 
pelled to  ask  for  your  ladyship's  attention 
— the  list  of  the  moneys  I  have  from  time 
to  time  lent  Harwood.  I  shall  be  able  to 
make  it  out  in  a  few  days,  and  will  then 
bring  it  to  you." 

He  made  one  step  towards  the  door,  then 
came  back  for  a  last  word.    It  was  : 

"  I  would  strongly  urge  your  ladyship  to 
consider  my  suggestion  as  to  the  desirability 
of  supplying  the  Lady  Honor  with  an  address 
to  which  to  send  her  letters."  Then  he  bowed 
again  and  was  gone. 

Lady  Joan  rose  tumultuously  to  her  feet  as 
the  door  closed  behind  him.  She  pressed  her 
icy  hands  to  her  burning  temples. 

"  Is  it  worth  it  ?  Is   it  worth  it  ?  "  she  cried. 
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passionately.  ^^  What  have  I  done  that  I  must 
be  hunted,  badgered,  tortured,  by  such  a  crea- 
ture as  this  ?  " 

Conscience,  with  a  voice  like  a  herald's 
trumpet,  shouted  into  her  ear  what  she  had 
done. 

She  covered  her  ears  with  both  hands,  as  if 
to  shut  out  a  living  voice. 

^'  The  end  justified  the  means — it  is  a  thing 
that,  one  way  or  another,  has  been  done  times 
without  number  all  the  world  over.  The  strong 
souls,  the  souls  who  rule  the  world,  who  legis- 
late for  the  good  of  the  race,  would  call  it  a 
brave  deed,  and  hail  me  as  a  benefactor.  How 
dare " 

But  here  she  sank  back  into  her  chair  again, 
a  sudden  dizziness  and  faintness  overcoming 
her,  and  for  the  moment  all  was  oblivion  to 
her. 

Until  now  Lady  Joan  had  been  the  high- 
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bred  lady,  giving  her  orders  to  an  obedient, 
obsequious  agent.  Henceforward  she  was  to 
be  a  tool — nothing  more,  in  the  hands  of  a 
double-dyed  villain. 


CHAPTEE  II. 

Fkom  this  point  Fate  had  things  all  her  own 
way,  and  events  followed  thick  and  fast.  Lady 
Joan  condescended  to  the  artifice  from  which 
at  first  she  had  so  indignantly  recoiled,  and 
laid  a  trap  for  Lady  Honor  which,  for  low 
cunning,  could  not  have  be^n  surpassed  by  an 
Old  Bailey  criminal. 

Blind  as  any  mole.  Lady  Honor  walked 
into  the  trap.  On  the  day  after  Gallagher's 
visit  she  had  occasion  to  go  into  the  library  to 
fetch  an  envelope  from  a  stationery  cabinet, 
and  lo,  beside  it  on  the  writing-table  was  a 
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letter  addressed  to  Herrick,  in  Lady  Joan's 
writing. 

"  Oh,  my  good  luck  ! "  cried  the  girl,  hastily 
seizing  a  pencil  and  copying  the  address. 

And,  before  the  day  was  over,  with  her  own 
hand  she  had  posted  to  that  address  the  bulky 
packet  over  which  she  had  spent  her  midnight 
hours. 

She  congratulated  herself  not  a  little  on  her 
own  prudence  and  sagacity  in  thus  waiting  for 
chance  to  favour  her,  instead  of  giving  way  to 
impatience,  and  despatching  her  letter  to 
Herrick' s  former  address  in  !N"ew  York,  where, 
for  aught  she  knew  to  the  contrary,  it  might 
have  lain  for  weeks  unclaimed. 

Those  self- congratulations  would  have 
suffered  considerable  modification  if  she  could 
have  known  that,  in  little  over  a  fortnight, 
her  recklessly-worded  letter  would  find  its  way 
back  to  England,  and  straight  into  the  hands 
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of  the  man  whom  she  had  therein  described 
under  a  variety  of  contemptuous  epithets — 
"  the  serpent "  being  about  the  mildest  of  them. 

Before  the  week  ended,  in  the  hope  of  still 
farther  expediting  matters,  she  despatched  a 
telegram  after  her  letter.  She  rode  over  to 
Wrexford  to  send  it,  preferring  not  to  set 
going  the  tongues  of  the  village  gossips  over 
affairs  at  the  Castle. 

Her  message  was  a  brief  one,  '^  Come  back 
at  once,"  was  all  she  said  in  it,  hoping  that 
Herrick  would  read  between  the  lines, 
and  gather  the  urgency  of  the  occasion  from 
the  mere  fact  of  her  sending  a  message  at 
all. 

The  next  event  of  importance  reached  Lady 
Honor's  ears  in  roundabout  fashion,  through  a 
letter  from  her  father,  and  was  nothing  less 
than  the  purchase — all  but  completed — of 
Southmoor  by  Lady  Joan. 
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urgent  letter  to  Herrick,  stating  facts  to  him 
in  strong  language.  He  applied  to  Lady  Joan 
for  an  address  to  which  to  send  his  letter. 
Her  reply  to  his  application  was  to  the  effect, 
that,  beyond  the  fact  that  her  son  was  in 
California,  she  knew  nothing  whatever  of  his 
movements. 

Then  the  lawyer,  in  his  fidelity  to  the 
Gaskell  interests,  did  a  very  foolish  thing — 
refused  to  have  anything  to  do  with  a  trans- 
action which  his  judgment  utterly  condemned. 
Upon  this  Lady  Joan  at  once  commissioned 
Lord  Southmoor's  legal  advisers  to  act  as  her 
representatives  in  the  purchase  of  the  property, 
and  the  whole  thing  was  hurried  through  in  a 
manner  that  showed  that  the  interests  of  the 
seller,  rather  than  those  of  the  buyer,  had  been 
consulted  throughout. 

Of  all  this,  however.  Lord  Southmoor  said 
nothing  in  his  letter  to  his  daughter. 
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^'Your  aunt,"  lie  wrote,  ^'lias  begged,  as 
a  special  favour,  to  be  allowed  to  purchase  the 
home  of  her  childhood,  and  the  purchase  is 
now  all  but  complete.  It  cost  me  not  a  little 
to  yield  to  her  wish ;  but  I  could  not  find  it 
in  my  heart  to  refuse  her  permission  to  do 
what  has  undoubtedly  given  her  great  plea- 
sure." This  was  said  by  way  of  salve  to  his 
own  personal  dignity.  "  It  will,  however,  be 
impossible  for  me  to  take  up  the  position  of 
tenant  where  once  I  was  sole  master  and  owner, 
so  I  shall  continue  as  heretofore  my  life  of 
pilgrim  and  sojourner.  However,  I  hope  that 
you,  my  child,  unburdened  by  your  father's 
sensitiveness,  will  live  out  your  young  life 
on  the  old  acres,  and  will  offer  no  oppo- 
sition to  your  aunt's  plan  for  your  future, 
a  plan  that  will,  I  firmly  believe,  con- 
duce as  much  to  Herrick's  happiness  as  to 
yours." 
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Lady  Honor's  quick  eye  pierced  what  she 
was  pleased  to  call  "  the  wretched  humbug  of 
the  whole  thing  "  in  a  moment.  She  took  a 
pen  and  dashed  off  there  and  then,  a  brief, 
characteristic  letter. 

"  Dear  Father,"  she  wrote,  "  I'm  sorry 
Aunt  Jo  has  wasted  her  money  over  South- 
moor.  It's  a  wretched  old  place,  and  only 
fit  for  bats  and  owls  to  live  in.  I  don't 
wonder  you  prefer  the  ^dolce  far  niente'  of 
continental  life  to  the  dreary  responsibilities 
of  a  tumble- down  estate.  I  don't  want  Aunt 
Jo  to  bother  about  my  future — I've  already 
arranged  it  for  myself.  [N'either  my  young 
nor  my  middle-aged  life  will  be  lived  out  on 
the  old  acres,  but  I  hope  and  trust  in  a  sweet 
little  shop — on  the  Montague  de  la  Cour,  in 
Brussels — devoted  to  the  sale  of  '-  lead  pencils 
and  artists'  colours,'  and   with   the   name  of 
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Van  Zandt  written  in  big  letters  over  the  door- 
way.   Give  my  love  to  my  mother. 
'^  Always  your  affectionate  daughter. 

''H0]S-0R." 

Angry  and  indignant  at  this  persistent 
ignoring  of  the  matrimonial  arrangements 
which  she  had  made  for  herself,  and  with  the 
spirit  of  defiance  strong  upon  her,  she  resolved 
that  she  would  read  her  letter  aloud  to  "  Aunt 
Jo'^  before  she  consigned  it  to  the  letter- 
box. 

So,  letter  in  hand,  she  dashed  into  Lady 
Joan's  boudoir. 

^^  I've  heard  from  father ;  shall  I  read  to  you 
my  reply?"  she  asked,  in  her  usual  loud, 
brusque  tones,  as  she  entered. 

Lady  Joan  was  seated  at  her  writing-table, 
her  pen  in  one  hand,  the  other  supporting  he 
head  as  it  bent  over  her  quarto  sheet.     Her 
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pen  must  have  been  a  busy  one,  for  sheets  of 
barely  dried  manuscript,  torn  in  half,  filled 
her  wastepaper  basket.  In  spite  of  its  hard 
work,  however,  the  essay  on  '^  Standards  of 
Morality "  had  not  advanced  by  a  single  line, 
for  there,  heading  a  blank  page,  stood  the 
question  with  which  it  had  started,  '-'-  What  is 
the  Criterion  of  a  Moral  Act?"  unanswered 
still. 

As  her  niece  entered,  she  withdrew  the  hand 
which  supported  her  head,  and  turned  so  white 
and  forlorn  a  face  towards  the  girl  that  her 
defiant,  angry  mood  at  once  gave  place  to  one 
of  pity  for  one  who,  whatever  her  sins  might 
be,  was  evidently  suffering  some  acute  mental 
distress. 

Lady  Honor  flung  her  letter  on  the  floor, 
and  knelt  down  beside  her  aunt,  taking  one  of 
her  hands  in  hers. 

^'Oh,  Aunt    Jo,   what    is  it?"    she    cried, 
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^^Tell  me,  tell  me!  Let  me  help  you  if  I 
can/' 

Lady  Joan  released  her  hand  from  Honor's 
clasp. 

"  Who  said  that  I  wanted  help  ?  "  she  asked, 
coldly,  proudly.     "  I  do  not  understand  you." 

Lady  Honor  was  not  to  be  so  easily  re- 
buffed. 

"  No  one  has  said  it,  but  any  one  who  has 
eyes  can  see  it,"  she  answered,  boldly. 

Lady  Joan  looked  disturbed. 

^'See  what?"  she  asked,  uneasily.  "See 
that  I  look  ill,  old,  weary  ?    Can  you  wonder 

at  it  after — after "    She  broke  off  abruptly, 

not  daring  to  speak  words  into  which  her 
conscience  read  a  double  meaning. 

Lady  Honor  upturned  her  face,  and  fixed 
her  clear,  bright  eyes  full  on  her  aunt's  droop- 
ing lids. 

"  Aunt  Joan,"  she  cried,  impetuously,  not 
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weighing  her  words,  but,  according  to  her 
wont,  speaking  right  out  the  thoughts  of  her 
heart,  ^^  it's  that  man — that  wretched  creature 
who  keeps  coming  to  the  house,  who  makes 
you  look  so  ill  and  worried.  He's  wickedness 
incarnate,  and  he's  killing  you  by  inches,  one 
way  or  another,  I'm  confident.  Have  nothing 
more  to  do  with  him  ;  let  me  see  him  for  you. 
There  isn't  a  man  or  woman  living  who  ever 
frightened  me ! " 

Lady  Joan  looked  at  Honor  with  cold, 
astonished  eyes. 

*^  Frightened  !  "  she  repeated.  ^^  Who  said 
— who  dared  say  that  I  was  afraid  of  this 
man?  Honor,  I  do  not  understand  your 
meaning.  You  may,  however,  rest  assured 
that  when  I  need  your  help  in  the  manage- 
ment of  my  affairs,  I  will  ask  for  it." 

She  looked  at  the  letter  which  Honor  had 
flung  upon  the  ground. 
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^'  For  your  father,  did  you  say  ?  No,  I  do 
not  wish  to  read  it.  You  had  better  put  it 
at  once  into  the  letter-box ;  the  post  will  leave 
in  a  few  minutes." 

She  took  up  her  pen,  and  bent  over  her 
manuscript  once  more. 

Lady  Honor  felt  herself  dismissed. 

^' What  is  it  ?  What  is  it?"  she  said  to 
herself,  as  she  dropped  her  letter  into  the 
Castle  letter-box.  ^'I  feel  like  one  groping 
in  the  dark  for  something  that  lies  close  at 
hand." 

She  felt  that  some  terrible  trouble  was 
overhanging  the  house.  Her  thoughts  flew 
back  to  the  conversation  she  had  overheard 
in  the  pine-wood.  Gallagher  had  hinted  at 
some  secret  in  Lady  Joan's  life,  of  which  he 
intended  to  get  possession.  What  if  such  a 
secret  did  exist,  and  the  man  had  found  means 
of  fulfilling  his  intention ! 

VOL.   III.  D 
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The  supposition  seemed  to  solve  in  one 
breath  the  mystery  of  the  man's  frequent 
visits  to  the  house,  and  Lady  Joan's  harassed, 
haggard  appearance. 

For  a  moment  Honor  forgot  Herrick  and 
Lois  and  their  wrongs  in  her  indignation 
against  the  contemptible  creature  who  was 
most  probably  trading  on  a  woman's  fears.  A 
great  feeling  of  pity  swept  over  her  for  the 
one  who,  sinner  though  she  might  be,  was 
evidently  already  paying  a  heavy  price  for 
whatever  of  sin  she  had  done. 

^^  Can  I  do  nothing  for  her — absolutely 
nothing  ?  "  she  cried,  passionately. 

Echo  might  have  answered  her  question 
with  the  repetition  of  her  last  word,  since  to 
no  living  soul  has  ever  been  accorded  the 
privilege  of  turning  back  and  re- writing  the 
pages  of  the  past. 


CHAPTEE    III. 

The  following  letters  were  received  about 
this  time  by  M.  Yan  Zaudt  from  Lady  Honor 
Herrick. 

'*  Longridge  Castle,  Friday  Morning. 
(Don't  ask  me  for  a  date.) 

^'My  Henri, — Never  again  send  me  sucli 
a  farrago  of  nonsense  as  I  had  the  honour  of 
receiving  yesterday,  or  I  shall  regret  ever 
having  taught  you  English,  and  so  given  you 
the  means  of  expressing  yourself  in  my 
mother-tongue.  I  can  only  repeat  I  am  ugly, 
I  am  poor,  and  I've  no  more  chance  of  making 
^a  brilliant  marriage,'  as  you  call  it,  than  I 
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have  of  riding  on  a  broomstick  to  the  moon. 
If  Herrick  and  I  were  the  only  man  and 
woman  in  the  world,  we  should  each  die  re- 
spectively bachelor  and  spinster.  So  if  you 
wash  your  hands  of  me,  I  shall  just  shape  my 
course  for  myself,  and  on  the  very  day  that  I 
am  twenty-one  rush  over  to  Brussels  and  set 
up  the  little  shop  on  the  Montague  de  la  Cour 
entirely  on  my  own  account.  And  come  near 
it  if  you  dare  ! 

^^  But  I  can't  stop  to  scold  you  as  you  ought 
to  be  scolded ;  I  am  all  eagerness  to  ask  if  you 
have  anything  to  tell  me  about  the  Eed  Sisters 
in  general,  or  Sister  Heloise  in  particular. 
Time  is  precious.  I  feel  Herrick  can't  begin 
too  soon  to  use  any  influence  he  may  have 
among  Catholic  ecclesiastics  to  get  Lois  out  of 
her  prison— I  can  think  of  a  convent  in  no 
other  light.  I  am  so  thankful  that  I  chanced 
upon  his  address  as  I   did,   although  at  the 
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same  time  it  does  seem  strange  that  Aunt  Jo 
should  leave  her  letter  lying  about  in  this 
careless  way,  when  she  is  so  cautious  in  not 
allowing  a  soul  to  get  a  glimpse  of  his  letters 
to  her.  The  last  letter  that  came,  I  suppose 
touched  upon  business  matters,  for  she  took 
notes  from  it,  which  she  sent  to  Mr,  Champ- 
neys,  the  manager  of  the  Wrexford  mines. 
He  in  return,  sent  a  messenger  to  ask  for 
Herrick's  address,  in  order  to  send  a  reply  to 
him.  I  was  in  the  room  when  the  message 
was  brought  in,  and  listened  eagerly  for  Aunt 
Jo's  reply. 

'^  It  was  short  and  sweet,  like  a  donkey's 
gallop.  She  grew  crimson  as  she  gave  it. 
^Tell  Mr.  Champneys,'  she  said,  ^  that  Mr. 
Gaskell  was  on  the  wing  when  he  wrote  to  me, 
and  his  last  address  is  useless.  If,  however, 
Mr.  Champneys  will  send  to  me  the  letter  he 
wishes  forwarded,   I  will  enclose  it  in  one  of 
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mine    so    soon    as    I    hear    again    from   Mr. 
GaskelL' 

"  Then  she  coloured  again,  and  turned  her 
back  on  me  sharply,  as  if  she  felt  that  my  eyes 
were  on  her.  Sometimes  I  fancy  she  is  doing 
all  sorts  of  things  she  is  ashamed  of — things 
she  would  have  scorned  to  do  a  short  time 
back.  She  looks  so  terribly  ill,  that  I  can't 
help  pitying  her  in  spite  of  all  her  wicked 
plotting  against  poor  Lois.  You  can  have  no 
idea  how  tall,  and  thin,  and  stately  she  looks 
in  her  long,  flowing,  black  gowns  with  her 
white  hair  mounted  high  beneath  her  widow's 
cap — the  very  spectre  of  the  handsome,  im- 
perious mistress  of  the  Castle,  whose  portrait 
hangs  beside  Uncle  John's  in  the  hall.  I  am 
more  than  ever  confident  that  she  has  some- 
thing on  her  mind — something  over  and  above 
the  horribly  mean  tricks  which  she  has  been 
playing  oflP  on  Herri ck — something,  too,  that, 
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little  by  little,  seems  to  be  sending  her  into 
her  grave.  I  have  been  trying  in  all  sorts 
of  ways  to  get  her  confidence-.  But  no  !  I 
might  as  well  try  to  make  the  Castle  walls 
speak  to  me  as  Aunt  Jo  when  she  has  a  mind 
to  be  silent.  Sometimes  we  sit  together  for 
hours  without  opening  our  lips.  She  has  quite 
given  up  talking  about  taking  a  house  in 
town  and  'presenting  me ' ;  she  has  even,  I  fancy, 
given  up  all  hope  of  making  a  match  between 
Herrick  and  me,  for  she  never  mentions  his 
name  to  me  now.  She  seems  to  me  like  a 
person  who  requires  all  her  strength  to  bear 
some  secret  sorrow  or  malady,  and  so  has 
none  to  spend  upon  other  people  and  their 
affairs. 

"  Every  one  is  noticing  how  ill  she  is 
looking.  She  eats  next  to  nothing,  and  looks 
as  if  she  never  slept.  Her  maid  asked  me 
the  other  day  if  I  did  not  think  she  ought  to 
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see  a  doctor^  she  has  fainted  once  or  twice 
lately,  the  girl  said.  I  went  to  Annt  Jo  at 
onee^  and  said  right  out  that  I  thought  she 
ought  to  have  Dr.  Scott  in.  She  was  busy 
reading  a  lot  of  papers — I  think  connected 
with  the  purchase  of  Southmoor — and  I  had 
to  speak  twro  or  three  times  before  I  could 
get  her  attention.  At  last  she  looked  up,  with 
a  strange  expression  on  her  faee^  and  instead 
of  answering  my  question,  said  in  an  odd, 
strained  Toice,  '  Honor,  whateyer  else  is  said 
of  me  in  the  days  to  come,  this  at  least  shall 
be  said — that  I  sayed  the  home  of  my  fathers 
from  the  auctioneer's  hammer.' 

"It  is  all  strange  and  bewildering  together. 
I  am  longing  for  Herrick  to  return.  But  eyen 
supposing  that  he  should  start  immediately 
after  he  receiyes  my  letter,  he  can't  get  back 
much  under  three  weeks  or  a  month  from  now. 
S^.^metimes    I    tremble   to   think    what    Boay 
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happen  here  before  that  month  has  run  out, 
with  Aunt  Jo  in  her  present  state,  and  that 
man  Grallagher  always  about  the  house.  I've 
a  great  mind  to  lie  in  wait  for  him  some  day, 
and  pounce  upon  him,  and  ask  him  what  he 
means  by  worrying  Aunt  Jo  in  this  way.  I 
should  thoroughly  enjoy  making  that  man 
shake  in  his  shoes.  If  only  Herrick  had  used 
his  common-sense,  and — but  there,  I  can't 
trust  myself  to  write  about  his  fatuous  folly, 
so  I  will  say  good-bye,  and  ask  you  to  believe 
that  I  am, 

*'  ^  In  spite  of  aU  creation,  and  the  claims  of 
my  relations,'  "  Your  own, 

"  HOXOE. 

"  Postscript. — When  you  next  write,  kindly 
make  a  marked  distinction  between  the  use 
of  letter  '  y'  and  letter  *  w,'  or  people  will 
think  I  taught  von  English  from  the  scenes 
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between  Sam  Weller  and  his  father,  in  the 
^Pickwick  Papers.'  It  is  all  very  well  for 
you  to  say,  in  your  broken  English,  '  On  my 
vord  of  honour ' ;  it  doesn't  look  pretty  when 
written." 

"Longridge  Castle,  Wednesday. 
^^My  Henri, — A  thousand  thanks  for  your 
letter,  and  for  all  you  are  doing  for  me.  Since 
you  wish  it  I  will  promise  not  to  lie  in  wait 
for  that  wretched  Gallagher,  and  speak  my 
mind  to  him;  but  I  should  vastly  enjoy  doing 
it  all  the  same.  I  am  so  glad  you  thought  of 
your  Aunt  M^lanie.  I  had  entirely  forgotten 
that  she  was  a  lay- sister  of  the  Sacramentines 
at  Ghent.  Of  course  she  will  be  the  very 
person  through  whom  to  make  enquiries  con- 
cerning the  Eedemptoristine  Sisters.  She 
will  know  father- confessors  by  the  score,  and 
w^ill  find  out  more  in  a  week  than  we  should 
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in  a  year.  But,  oh  clear  !  even  a  week  seems 
long  to  wait  when  I  think  of  Herrick  eating 
his  heart  out  in  America,  and  that  poor  child 
in  her  convent  cell  trying  to  get  a  halo  for 
her  head  instead  of  a  ring  for  her  finger. 
Don't  try  to  make  me  lose  heart  by  telling 
me  that,  even  if  you  should  find  out  where 
she  is,  there'll  be  little  chance  ef  getting  her 
out  of  that  cell.  You  don't  know  Herrick  as 
I  do.  His  will  is  iron,  and  his  love  for  this 
girl  strong  as  death.  !N'ow  what  is  there 
that  love  and  courage  combined  cannot  efi'ect, 
especially  when  backed  by  enormous  wealth. 
Why  he'll  go  straight  to  the  Pope,  and 
promise  to  endow  any  number  of  convents 
and  churches,  if  only  they'll  let  him  have  his 
darling  back  again  ! 

^'  Don't  call  me  heroic.  Just  now  I'm  not 
feeling  quite  so — well,  plucky — as  I  used  to 
feel.     Fighting    at    one   time    was  the  very 


44  A  RED  SISTER. 

breath  of  my  life,  and  I  was  never  so  happy 
as  when  I  was  in  hot  water.  I'm  sure,  in  spite 
of  the  picture-gallery  at  Southmoor,  that  some 
of  my  old  ancestors  must  have  been  rowdy 
republicans  !  ]N"ow,  however,  things  here  are 
so  dismal  and  gloomy,  that  I  will  own  to  feel- 
ing just  a  trifle  limp  and  spiritless.  On 
Sunday  morning  Aunt  Jo  looked  so  wretchedly 
ill  that  I  told  her  I  should  not  go  to  church, 
but  would  stay  at  home  and  take  care  of  her. 
Upon  that  she  gave  me  a  strange,  fixed  look, 
and  said,  in  a  voice  that  seemed  to  come  from 
out  a  sepulchre,  it  sounded  so  hollow,  ^  Go  to 
church,  Honor,  and  pray  while  you  can.' 

'^  Ah,  the  luncheon-bell.  I  must  leave  off. 
Adieu.  '^  Your  own, 

'^  Honor. 

^^  Postscript.  Your  grammar  was  atrocious 
in  your  last  letter — prepositions  were  anyhow. 
Also,  we  don't  double  our  negatives  in  English 
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— I've  told  you  so  times  without  number — 
and  as  for  trebling  them  I  I  have  not  never 
seen  it  not  done  !  There — put  that  into  decent 
French  if  you  can." 

"  Longridge  Castle,  Saturday. 

*^My  Henri, — Only  a  line  to  say  how 
delighted  I  am  to  get  Aunt  Melanie's  list  of 
the  convents  of  the  Eedemptoristines  in 
Europe.  I  had  no  idea  there  were  half  that 
number.  It  is  strange,  however,  with  so 
many  in  France  and  Belgium,  that  there 
should  be  only  one  in  Great  Britain.  Yes, 
there  is  a  place  called  Helstone  Bridge  in 
Ireland,  Co.  Cork.  I've  looked  it  out  in  the 
^  Gazetteer ' — kindly  note  that  I  spell  the 
word  'Bridge,'  not  'Breedge,'  though  I've  no 
doubt  Aunt  M^lanie  so  pronounced  it  to  you . 
I  dare  say  the  Convent  of  Saint  Alphonse  to 
which  you  refer  is  there,  but  please  find  out 
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for  certain.  The  Pere  Antoine,  who  is  so 
kindly  helping  Aunt  Melanie,  is  a  darling  and 
I  would  like  to  tell  him  so.  I  suppose  he'll 
enquire  now  where  the  English  nuns  are  sent 
for  their  novitiate.  When  once  we  find  out 
that,  I  take  it  there  won't  be  much  difficulty 
in  discovering  where  Sister  Heloise  is.  I'm  all 
eagerness  for  your  next  letter  and  the  news  it 
may  bring ;  I  shall  neither  eat  nor  sleep  till 
it  comes.  Don't  be  afraid.  I  get  your  letters 
right  enough.  Uncle  John,  I  hear,  used  to  do 
the  proper  thing,  and  unlock  the  letter-bag 
himself,  and  distribute  the  letters.  Aunt  Jo 
hands  over  the  business  to  the  butler.  I 
stand  over  the  old  fogey  while  he  unlocks  the 
bag,  seize  upon  and  carry  off  my  letters  before 
he  knows  where  he  is. 

"In  haste  to  save  post, 

"Your  own, 

"Honor." 
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"  LoDgridge  Castle,  Monday. 

^^  My  Henri, — I'm  in  a  temper.  It's 
downright  wicked  of  yon  to  try  and  make  me 
lose  heart  as  you  do.  '  Those  who  enter  it 
come  not  out,'  you  say.  Of  course  not,  if 
they're  fully  professed  nuns.  But  our  sister 
Heloise  is  a  novice  of  little  over  a  month's 
standing.  You  say  the  Order  is  so  strict, 
that  nuns  or  novices  may  only  see  their  friends 
once  a  year ;  then,  if  they  see  they  may  not 
speak  to  them  ;  or,  if  they  wish  to  speak  they 
must  not  see  them — the  nun  must  be  behind 
a  grille.  That  may  be  true ;  but  Herrick  will 
have  something  to  say  to  that  grille,  I'm  con- 
fident. And  please,  please,  please  don't  croak, 
or  I  shall  lose  all  patience  with  you,  and 
Aunt  Melanie,  too. 

'^  As  I  said,  I'm  in  a  temper,  so  think  I  had 
better  leave  of.  *' Your  own, 

^' Honor." 
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"  Longridge  Castle,  Wednseday. 
^^  My  Hexri, — Jubilate  !  You  are  a  darling, 
and  Aunt  Melanie  is  another  darling,  and  Pere 
Antoine  is  another  darling  for  the  help  he  has 
given  us.  But  poor  little  Sister  Heloise  !  You 
say  she  was  ill  when  she  went  into  the 
convent,  and  has  been  ill  ever  since  she  has 
been  there  !  Poor  child  !  No  wonder  !  Just 
think  what  it  must  have  cost  her  to  run  away 
from  Herrick,  loving  him  as  she  did !  And 
I've  no  doubt,  too,  that  Aunt  Jo  beforehand 
had  nearly  frightened  her  into  fits.  I  felt  so 
angry  this  morning,  after  getting  your  letter, 
that  I  could  scarcely  sit  through  luncheon 
facing  her  without  speaking  my  mind  right 
out.  I  restrained  myself,  however,  for  I  don't 
want  to  sound  an  alarm  in  her  ears  and  set 
her  brain  going  on  some  other  piece  of  wicked- 
ness. You  say  a  Father  Elliot  from  Saint  Eliza- 
beth's, Longridge,  took  Sister  Heloise  to  this 
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•convent  at  Helstone  Bridge.  I  made  en- 
quiries of  my  maid,  and  find  that  there  is  a 
Catholic  church  about  a  couple  of  miles  from 
here;  but  the  Father  Elliot  of  whom  you 
speak  left  some  little  time  ago  to  join  an 
African  mission.  I  am  so  sorry,  as  I  would 
have  gone  to  him  at  once  and  told  him  the 
whole  sad  story — of  which  no  doubt  he  was 
ignorant — and  entreated  his  help.  I  will 
do  as  you  tell  me,  and  make  no  efi'ort  to  see 
poor  little  Lois  if,  as  you  say,  it  may  cut  her 
off  from  all  possibility  of  seeing  anyone  else 
till  the  close  of  her  novitiate.  I  think  your 
advice  is  excellent ;  and  so  soon  as  Herrick 
arrives,  I  will  tell  him  not  to  waste  time 
quarrelling  with  Aunt  Jo,  but  to  start  off  at 
once  for  Brussels,  to  consult  with  you  and 
Aunt  M^lanie  and  P^re  Antoine  as  to  what 
should  be  his  first  step — one  first  false  step, 
as  you  say,  may  ruin  everything.     I  heartily 
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kope  he  is  half-way  across  the  Atlantic  by 
now.  If  only  I  knew  by  what  steamer  he 
was  coming,  I  would  contrive  somehow  to 
meet  him  at  Liverpool,  and  send  him  straight 
on  to  you  at  once. 

^'  Oceans  of  gratitude  to  you,  to  Aunt 
M^lanie,  and  to  P^re  Antoine,  without  whom 
we  should  have  found  out  nothing.  I  shall 
end  this  letter  as  I  began  it,  with  a  cry  of 
jubilate.  And  joyful  I  mean  to  be  in  spite  of 
all  your  croakings  and  the  churchyardiness  of 
things  here.  There  is  no  other  word  than 
'  churchyardiness  '  that  would  give  you  any 
idea  of  the  dismalness,  the  silence,  the 
utter  absence  of  '  go '  in  the  house  just 
now.  Why,  compared  with  it  Southmoor 
was  a  downright  cheerful  place  of  abode, 
even  with  the  wind  in  the  east,  and  mother 
at  a  very  low  ebb.  To  add  to  the  general 
dreariness  of  things,  I  have  somehow  managed 


A   RED  SISTER.  51 

to  catch  a  very  severe  cold.  And  no  wonder  ! 
the  dear  bright  frost  has  gone ;  a  wretched 
thaw  has  set  in ;  and  the  rain  is  coming  down 
in  buckets.  But,  all  the  same,  I  mean  to  be 
joyful.  Everything  will  come  straight,  I  feel 
confident.  Such  a  combination  of  wisdom 
and  courage  as  you,  and  I,  and  Herrick  repre- 
sent, must — shall — will  carry  all  before  it. 
Adieu. 

^'Ever  your  own, 

''  HONOE." 

''  As  I  wrote  my  last  word,  the  sound  of 
wheels  made  me  look  up  and  out  of  the 
window,  and,  lo  !  there  was  the  crawling  old 
tiy  from  the  Wrexford  ^  Eailway  Hotel ' 
bringing  a  visitor  up  the  drive.  I  strained 
my  neck  to  see  the  visitor  alight,  and  who 
should  it  be  but  ^The  Serpent,'  in  a  mackin- 
tosh and  slouch  hat.  I  wonder  what  wicked- 
ness he'll  be  dinning  into  Aunt  Jo's  ears  now !  " 
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'^  Am  I  supposed  to  pay  this  enormous  sum  ? 
Impossible ! "  exclaimed  Lady  Joan,  looking 
up  from  a  long  list  of  figures  which  lay  before 
her,  to  Dr.  Gallagher,  who  was  seated  within 
confidential,  not  ceremonious,  talking  distance 
of  her. 

''  My  lady,  it  represents  the  interest  as  well 
as  the  principal  of  moneys  lent  to  Harwood 
for  a  long  period  of  years.  And  your  lady- 
ship volunteered,  as  you  will  remember — it 
was  not  suggested  to  you — to  discharge 
his  liabilities,  in  order  that  his  departure 
from  England  might  not  be  delayed,"  said 
Gallagher,    letting    his    restless    eyes    as    he 
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s23oke  rove  here,  there,  and  everywhere  round 
the  room  in  which  they  sat. 

Lady  Joan,  this  time,  had  received  him  in 
her  boudoir,  instead  of  in  the  library,  as  here- 
tofore. The  man's  attention  was  halved 
between  closely  scrutinising  the  lady  and 
taking  stock  of  her  surroundings. 

''When  I  volunteered  to  do  this,''  said 
Lady  Joan,  ''  I  scarcely  expected  to  be  con- 
fronted with  liabilities  to  this  amount.  My 
trustees  would  want  to  know  a  little  about 
the  purpose  for  which  so  large  a  sum  would 
be  required.  I  have  already,  as  you  know, 
given  to  this  man  two  thousand  pounds  to  buy 
land  in  Australia.  You  cannot  expect  to 
receive  from  me  one  quarter  of  this  amount." 

''  My  lady,  I  should  not  expect  to  receive 
from  you  one  twentieth  part  of  it  if  it  were 
not  for  the  great,  the  amazing  benevolence  you 
have  already  shown    to  me  and  my  family ; 
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for,  of  course,  as  you  know,  Ealph  and  Luny 
are  connections  of  mine  by  marriage." 

Lady  Joan's  eyes  drooped  once  more  over 
the  long  list  of  figures. 

Gallagher  went  on : 

"  I  said  to  Ealph — '  In  all  my  experience  I 
have  never  met  with  anything  to  compare  with 
it.  A  young  girl,  of  whom  my  lady  knows 
absolutely  nothing,  acts  as  her  maid  for  two 
days  and  two  nights,  and  straightway  my  lady 
takes  her  under  her  wing  and  provides  for  her 
for  life.'  " 

Lady  Joan  turned  a  white  face  towards  him. 

''The  girl  interested  me,  otherwise  I  should 
not  have  done  so,"  she  said,  in  a  voice  which 
she  seemed  to  control  with  difficulty. 

''  Quite  so,"  my  lady.  ^^  She  is  an  interest- 
ing young  woman.  Her  talk  is  interesting — 
sometimes." 

^'  In  what  way?" 
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The  question  seemed  to  come  in  a  gasp. 

Gallagher  laughed  his  low,  mirthless  laugh. 

^^  Oh,  in  many  ways.  She  babbles  curiously 
at  times.  But  you  know,  my  lady,  we  doctors 
don't  attach  much  importance  to  the  rhodomon- 
tade  our  patients  occasionally  talk.  Ha,  ha  ! 
IS'o.  But  I'm  wasting  your  ladyship's  time. 
I'm  to  understand,  I  suppose,  that  you  find 
yourself  unable  to  discharge  Ealph's  liabilities? 
So  I  must  endeavour  to  get  the  money  out  of 
the  man- himself." 

^'How  do  you  mean  to  do  that?"  queried 
Lady  Joan,  her  forehead  knotting,  her  lips 
tightening. 

"  Oh,  well,  of  course  I  can't  expect  pay- 
ment in  full  with  his  finances  at  their  present 
low  ebb ;  but  I  dare  say  we'll  come  to  some 
sort  of  an  arrangement.  I  will  at  any  rate  lay 
an  embargo  on  the  two  thousand  pounds  your 
ladyship  has  given  him  for  the  purchase  of  a 
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farm  at  tlie  antipodes,  and  as  for  him  " — liere 
he  shrugged  his  shoulders — ^^  he  must  just 
stay  at  home  and  till  his  farm  in  Wrexford  till 
better  times  dawn  for  him." 

Lady  Joan  leaned  eagerly  forward. 

"No,  no;  his  departure  must  not  be 
delayed/'  she  said.  "Let  me  think — let  me 
think,  how  I  can  meet  this  large  demand  on 
my  purse." 

"  Oh,  my  lady,  there  is  nothing  in  life  easier 
than  for  you  to  meet  any  demand  on  your 
purse.  Other  people  would  think  themselves 
amazingly  lucky  if  they  could  meet  their 
demands  with  as  little  difficulty.  I  could  put 
you  into  communication  with  half-a-dozen  men 
who  would  be  only  too  delighted  to  supply 
you  with  thrice  the  amount  simply  on  your 
own  personal  security." 

His  eye  by  this  time  had  catalogued  every 
item  of  the  sumptuous  furnishing  of  the  room 
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in  wMcli  they  sat.  ^^Yes,"  he  thought,  ^^I 
was  right.  She  is  a  woman  who  dreads 
poverty  and  ugliness  just  as  other  people  dread 
hunger  or  disease.  This  is  her  private 
sitting-room,  and  simplicity  is  as  far  removed 
from  it  as  it  would  be  in  a  room  designed  for 
the  reception  of  Eoyalty." 

^^  I  must  think  over  your  suggestion,"  Lady 
Joan  began,  hesitatingly. 

He  ignored  the  remark. 

^'  I  agree  with  your  ladyship  that  it  would 
be  injudicious  to  retard  Ealph's  departure," 
he  said,  meaningly.  ''Wrexford  is  uncom- 
fortably near  at  hand.  Mr.  Gaskell  will  be 
there  daily  on  his  return.  He  and  Ealph  may 
chance  to  meet." 

^^  What  do  you  mean  to  imply?"  asked 
Lady  Joan.  But  it  was  easy  to  see  that  the 
calmness  with  which  she  asked  the  question 
was  maintained  with  difficulty. 
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^'  I  was  only  thinking,  my  lady,"  he 
answered  in  off-hand  nonchalant  fashion,  ^'of 
the  possibility  that  Mr.  Gaskell  might  find 
out  through  Ealj)h — who's  about  as  shifting 
as  the  sea-sand  itself — the  interest  you  took 
in  introducing  Miss  White  to  the  inside  of  a 
convent.  It  seems  to  me  that  one  of  two 
things  should  be  done — either  Ealph's  depar- 
ture expedited,  or  Mr.  Gaskell's  return  re- 
tarded." 

For  a  moment  Lady  Joan's  old  hauteur 
of  manner  returned  to  her. 

'^  You  said  something  of  this  sort  to  me 
before,"  she  said,  ^'and  I  foolishly  carried 
out  your  suggestion.  Now,  if  you  please,  we 
will  confine  our  attention  to  matters  that 
more  immediately  concern  you  and  your  rela- 
tives." 

^^Oh,  quite  so  ;  quite  so  !  "  said  Gallagher, 
obsequiously,  with  a  dark  flash  in  his  sunken 
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eyes  nevertlieless.  ^'It  can  concern  no  one 
but  your  ladyship  whether  Mr.  Gaskell  returns 
to-morrow  and  begins  to  overlook  banking 
accounts  the  next  day,  or  whether  he  doesn't 
put  in  an  appearance  for  twelve  months  to 
come.  I  think  the  attitude  which  your  lady- 
ship's legal  advisers — the  respected  firm  of 
McGowan — have  assumed  in  this  matter  per- 
fectly unjustifiable,  and,  if  you  will  allow  me 
to  say  so,  grossly  inconsistent  also." 

Lady  Joan's  hauteur  of  manner  had  been  but 
a  passing  flash.     It  was  gone  now. 

^'How  do  you  mean,  inconsistent?"  she 
asked,  nervously,  hurriedly. 

'•'  In  this  way,  my  lady.  They  profess  a 
vast  concern  for  young  Mr.  Gaskell' s  interest, 
and  on  his  behalf  have  objected  to  the  purchase 
of  the  Southmoor  property.  So,  at  least,  I  am 
told  by  my  young  friend  in  their  office — 
the    man  who  is  conducting  the  little   legal 
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business  of  mine  which  I  mentioned  the  other 
day.'' 

Lady  Joan's  fece  was  growing  white  and 
whiter.  Her  lips  parted ;  but  not  a  word 
escaped  them. 

Gallagher  went  on : 

"  I  said  to  him  the  other  morning  when  I 
called,  ^  The  heads  of  your  firm  are  about  the 
biggest  humbugs  I  ever  had  dealings  with. 
They  profess  the  utmost  zeal  on  behalf  of 
young  Mr.  Gask ell's  interests  ;  yet  they  drew 
up  some  thirty  years  back  a  will  which  may 
keep  him  out  of  his  inheritance  for  another 
twenty  years  to  come. '  " 

His  last  words  were  said  with  a  slow  em- 
phasis, and  with  his  keen,  cruel  eyes  fixed  full 
on  Lady  Joan's  face. 

"White  and  nerveless,  she  leaned  back  in 
her  chair,  pressing  one  hand  across  her  eyes. 

He  went  on  mercilessly,  as  before  : 
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^' Shall  I  tell  you  what  his  answer  was,  my 
lady  ?  '  Oh,  that  will,  over  which  there's  been 
so  much  talk,  was  made  to  meet  certain  possible, 
but  most  unlikely,  contingencies,  and  would 
have  been  only  so  much  waste-paper  if  old 
Mr.  Gaskell  hadn't  died  before  his  son.'  " 

With  a  stupendous  effort,  Lady  Joan 
gathered  together  all  her  strength  and  rose 
from  her  chair.  Eetter  far  at  once  look  the 
worst  in  the  face  and  be  done  with  it,  than  be 
tortured  in  this  way.  It  was  like  being  killed 
by  inches  by  a  blunt  sword,  or  being  roasted 
to  death  over  a  fire  of  wet  wood. 

He  rose  as  she  did,  and  for  one  instant  the 
two  looked  each  other  full  in  the  face. 

''  What  do  you  mean?  What  do  you  intend 
to  imply  ?  Explain  !  Speak  out,"  she  said, 
in  stately,  imperious  fashion ;  and  for  that  one 
instant  Gallagher's  eyes  drooped  before  hers. 

Only  for  one  instant,  however.     The  next 
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he  had  recovered  himself,  and,  with  easy  sang- 
froid, answered  her  questions. 

"  My  lady,  I  mean  nothing.  I  was  merely 
relating  to  you  the  gossip — it  was  nothing 
more — of  a  lawyer's  office.  Ah,  they  do  talk 
sometimes,  canny  though  they  think  them- 
selves. But  I  am  taking  up  your  ladyship's 
time  unnecessarily.  I  am  to  understand,  I 
suppose,  that  you  are  not  willing  to  discharge 
Har wood's  liabilities,  and  I  must,  therefore, 
look  to  him  for  payment  ?  " 

Lady  Joan's  imperiousness  was  soon  spent. 
She  sank  back  in  her  chair,  nerveless  and 
pallid,  as  before.  It  was  easy  to  see  that  she 
was  paying  a  heavy  price  for  her  moment  of 
defiance. 

'^  No,"  she  said  in  low  tones,  ^'  you  are  to 
understand  nothing  of  the  sort.  I  must  think 
the  matter  over.  Go  now,  and  I  will  let  you 
know  by  letter  whether  I  will  avail  myself  of 
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your  offer  to  raise  this  money  for  me.  By 
letter,  do  you  understand  ?  You  need  not 
come  here  again  unless  I  send  for  you." 

Gallagher  bowed,  shifted  his  ground,  shifted 
his  attitude. 

''  May  I  suggest,  my  lady,  that  your  decision 
should  be  made  known  to  me  "with  as  little 
delay  as  possible  ?  Time  is  precious  now.  I 
think  you  said  you  had  received  a  telegram 
from  Mr.  Gaskell.  May  I  ask  if  it  was  to  give 
you  notice  of  his  immediate  return  ?  " 

He  was  evidently  bent  on  harping  on  that 
one  string. 

^'My  son's  telegram  stated  that  he  would 
be  at  jS'ew  York  on  the  eighteenth  of  this 
month,  and  would  leave  in  the  Eiu^ojja  for 
England  on  the  same  day,"  answered  Lady 
Joan,  speaking  as  if  every  word  were  wrung 
from  her. 

^'  Ah,  just  so.      Most  inconvenient.      That 
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will  never  do/'  said  Gallagher,  his  mellifluous- 
ness  now  giving  place  to  a  more  authoritative 
tone.  ^^  My  lady,  he  must  have  a  telegram  on 
the  eighteenth — ah,  that  will  be  to-morrow — 
that  will  set  him  once  more  looking  for  his 
needle  in  a  bundle  of  hay.  Let  him  know  that 
his  pretty  little  sweetheart  is  shut  up  in  a 
convent — he  must  know  it  sooner  or  later — 
but  send  him  off  for  news  of  her  to  Canada, 
or " 

Lady  Joan  held  up  her  hands  to  stop  him. 

"  You  must  go  now,"  she  said,  faintly. 
'-'•  My  head  is  not  clear,  I  cannot  discuss  this, 
or  anything  else,  with  you." 

^'  My  lady,  you  should  leave  the  arrange- 
ment of  these  purely  minor  details  to  men  of 
business,  like  myself,"  he  said,  authoritatively, 
as  before.  ^'Now,  if  you'll  be  good  enough 
to  give  me  Mr.  Gaskell's  address  in  New  York, 
on  the  eighteenth,  I  will  undertake  that  he 
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shall  have  a  telegram  before  to-morrow  is  over 
that  will  ensure  his  absence  from  England  for 
another  six  weeks  at  least.  By  that  time 
affairs  here  will  have  been  comfortably  ar- 
ranged." 

Lady  Joan  again  held  up  her  hand. 

"You  must  go  now,"  she  said,  faintly  still, 
but  with  a  decision  that  made  itself  felt.  "  I 
will  write  to  you  to-night,  giving  you  my  final 
answer  on  these  matters,  l^ow,  as  I  told  you 
before,  my  head  is  confused — I  cannot  think." 

Gallagher  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  Yery  well  then,  my  lady,"  he  said.  "Your 
letter  must  be  sent  to  me  by  messenger  the 
first  thing  to-morrow  morning,  or  it  will  be 
useless.  I  shall  be  where  I  have  been  the 
past  few  weeks — at  the  Wrexford  'Eailway 
Hotel.'  !N"ow,  if  you'll  allow  me,  I'll  ring  for 
my  fly  to  be  brought  round."  He  made  a  step 
towards  the  window.     "Ah,  a  drenching  rain 
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— scarcely  the  weather  to  turn  a  dog  out  in." 
Then  he  turned  sharply  on  his  heel,  and  came 
back  to  her  side  once  more.  '^  My  lady,"  he 
said,  in  tones  that  contrasted  markedly  with 
his  former  obsequious  accents,  '  ^  allow  me  to 
say  that,  as  regards  Mr.  Gask ell's  return,  there 
is  only  one  course  open  to  you — ^you  have 
absolutely  no  choice  in  the  matter.  He  must 
receive  a  telegram  sending  him  farther  still 
afield  before  to-morrow  is  over.  Ah,  my  fly  ! 
I  will  wish  you  good  day,  my  lady."  This 
was  added  as  the  door  opened,  and  a  servant 
announced  that  the  conveyance  which  had 
brought  Dr.  Gallagher  to  the  Castle  was  wait- 
ing to  carry  him  thence. 

Lady  Joan  made  no  acknowledgment  of  the 
elaborate  bow  with  which  his  last  word  was 
spoken.  She  was  leaning  forward  wearily 
now  on  her  writing-table,  with  one  hand  sup- 
porting her  head. 
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Her  eyes  lifted  as  the  door  closed  behind 
him.  Gone  ?  gone,  was  he  at  last  ?  Was  that 
absolutely  the  roll  of  the  wheels  that  were 
bearing  him  away  from  the  house?  Was 
there  no  fear  of  his  suddenly  turning  the 
handle  of  the  door  and  coming  back  to  renew 
the  slow  torment  ?  She  drew  a  long  breath ; 
her  eyes  wandered  wearily  around.  To  her 
fancy  the  man  had  left  behind  him  the  trou- 
bled atmosphere  which  he  had  brought  into 
the  room.  It  no  longer  seemed  to  her  the 
refuge,  the  hiding-place,  where  in  quiet  she 
could  gather  together  her  strength  to  meet 
threatening  dangers,  but  rather  the  battlefield 
itself,  where  the  enemy  had  drawn  up  his 
forces,  and  from  which  he  refused  to  be  dis- 
lodged. 

Even  the  portrait  of  the  old  earl  which  faced 
her  as  she  sat  seemed  to  have  changed  its 
expression  since  she  had  last  looked  up  at  it. 
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and,  instead  of  smiling,  seemed  to  scowl  at 
her.  ^^  Joan,  Joan,"  she  could  fancy  those 
firm- set  lips  were  saying,  ^^  have  you  forgotten 
the  name  you  were  born  to,  the  crest  of  your 
ancestors — the  arm  holding  the  broken  sword 
and  the  motto  encircling  it,  ^  broken  but  un- 
sullied ? '  " 

A  mist  came  before  her  ;  that  terrible  dizzi- 
ness against  which  she  had  struggled  so  hard 
of  late,  seemed  to  be  creeping  over  her  again. 
For  a  moment  her  eyes  closed.  When  she 
opened  them  and  looked  up,  the  scowl  seemed 
to  have  faded  from  the  old  earl's  face,  a  tender, 
wistful  look  seemed  to  have  come  into  his 
eyes,  and  his  lips  seemed  forming  to  the  words 
she  remembered  so  well:  *^  Joan,  if  I  had  my 
time  to  come  over  again  " — yes,  that  w^as  what 
he  was  saying  now — "I  don't  think  I  should 
thank  Heaven  for  the  finding  of  coal  on  my 
land." 
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'^  '^  All !  "  She  gave  a  sharp  cry  and  sprang  to 
her  feet.  That  was  what  that  other  had  said, 
not  this  dear  old  man  whose  death-bed  she  had 
hung  over  and  wept  over. 

The  room  swam  round  her,  she  sank  once 
more  into  a  chair.  All  sorts  of  strange 
noises  seemed  to  sound  in  her  ear,  and  to 
mingle  oddly  with  the  drenching  down-pour 
of  the  rain  outside.  And  through  it  all,  above 
it  all,  came  the  harsh,  twanging  accents  of  the 
man  who  had  just  left  the  room,  holding,  no 
doubt,  the  secret  of  her  life  in  his  hand: 
"  There  is  only  one  course  open  to  you;  you 
have  absolutely  no  choice  in  the  matter." 

Absolutely  no  choice  !  Yes,  that  was  how 
things  had  arranged  themselves ;  this  was  the 
point  at  which  she  had  arrived  now.  She  had 
flung  herself  on  the  Juggernaut  car  of  crime, 
and  if  she  let  go  her  hold  for  an  instant  she 
would  fall  and  be  crushed  by  its  giant  wheels. 
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Absolutely  no  choice!  That  meant  that 
Herrick's  inheritance  was  to  be  still  farther 
drained  to  meet  the  demands  of  this  man, 
who  stood  flourishing  his  whip  over  her 
shoulders;  that  Herrick's  brave  young  spirit 
was  to  be  still  farther  tortured  by  a  lying 
telegram  which  would  keep  him  at  a  safe 
distance  till  the  meshes  of  this  web  of  wicked- 
ness had  had  their  ends  trebly  knotted  and 
secured. 

Only  one  course  open  to  her  !  Better  take 
it  at  once  then,  and  be  done  with  it.  So,  with 
trembling  fingers,  she  dipped  her  pen  into  the 
ink  and  wrote  a  few  brief  lines,  giving  the 
arch- tempter  the  permission  he  had  craved  to 
summon  his  Jew  money-lenders  and  to  des- 
patch the  telegram — any  he  pleased — which 
would  set  Herrick  winnowing  the  wind  and 
beating  the  ocean  once  more. 

And   because    her  fingers    now    absolutely 


A  RED  SISTER.  71 

refused  their  office,  in  lieu  of  appending  the 
address  at  New  York  that  would  find  Herrick, 
she  pinned  his  telegram  on  to  the  note,  below 
her  signature. 


CHAPTEE  Y. 

Lady  Honor  sealed  her  letter  to  M.  Van 
Zandt,  and  put  it  carefully  on  one  side  for 
posting  on  the  following  morning.  Although 
she  suffered  no  hand  other  than  her  own  to 
consign  the  precious  missives  to  the  village 
letter-box,  she  had  so  far  yielded  to  Lady 
Joan's  wishes  as  to  post  them  in  the  early 
morning  instead  of  in  the  late  afternoon. 

Somehow,  the  pleasure  of  pitched  battles 
with  Lady  Joan,  as  the  typical  representative 
of  the  tyrannical  guardians  of  youth,  had  lost 
its  flavour.  There  was  little  glory  to  be  had 
in  a  struggle  whose  result  was  a  foregone  con- 
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elusion,  and  where  one  look  at  the  adversary 
proclaimed  the  fact. 

^'  I  wish  I  could  hate  her  and  worry  her  as 
I  did  a  day  or  two  ago,"  mused  the  girl. 
*^  But,  for  the  life  of  me,  I  can't  help  pitying 
her,  shut  in,  perhaps,  for  a  couple  of  hours  with 
that  wretched  man.  Why,  I  would  infinitely 
sooner  be  shut  up  in  a  cage  with  a  wild  mon- 
key !  There  would  at  least  be  license  to  claw 
and  bite  each  other  as  long  as  claws  and  teeth 
were  left  to  us." 

But  Lady  Honor  was  out  in  her  reckoning. 
In  less  than  half  of  two  hours,  the  wheels 
which  had  brought  Gallagher  to  the  house 
were  heard  bearing  him  away.  She  jumped  to 
her  feet,  and  flattened  her  forehead  against  the 
window-pane  to  assure  herself  of  the  fact. 

^^  My  best  wishes  go  with  you  !  "  she  said, 
apostrophising  the  back  of  the  lumbering 
Wrexford    ^'  fly."       ''  I  heartily  hope  you'll 
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have  lumbago,  influenza,  sciatica,  rheumatism, 
and  every  ailment  that  spiteful,  bad  weather 
can  inflict."  And  then  a  violent  fit  of  sneezing 
prevented  farther  malediction,  and  brought  to 
her  mind  the  unpleasant  recollection  of  what  the 
^^  spiteful,  bad  weather"  had  already  inflicted 
on  her.  ^'  I  dare  say  I  shan't  shake  it  off  till 
I've  had  a  week  between  the  blankets,"  she 
thought,  between  her  fits  of  sneezing.  ^'  Per- 
sonally, I  should  prefer  the  blankets  to  the 
frigid  atmosphere  of  Aunt  Jo's  society;  but 
goodness  only  knows  what  may  happen  if  I'm 
off  guard  for  a  whole  week  !  " 

The  thought  of  Lady  Joan's  medicine-cabi- 
net, with  its  rows  of  neatly-labelled  drugs, 
suddenly  came  into  her  mind.  A  dose  of  one 
of  those  strong  tinctures  might  perhaps  keep 
blankets  and  gruel  at  bay. 

Straightway  down  to  Lady  Joan's  sitting- 
room  she  flew. 
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''  Aunt  Joan,"  she  said,  entering  the  room 
with  a  rush  and  a  flutter,  ''I  want  some 
Aconite,  or  ^N'ux,  or  Belladonna,  or  anything 
you  like  to  give  me ;  I've  got  the  horridest 
of  colds  coming  on,  and  I'm  shaking  and  quak- 
ing as  if  I  had  the  palsy." 

There  came  no  response  from  Lady  Joan. 
She  was  still  seated  at  her  writing  -table ;  but 
was  no  longer  bending  over  it.  She  was  lean- 
ing back  in  her  high  arm-chair,  with  her  head 
thrown  back,  and  her  face  marble  white ;  her 
pen  had  evidently  dropped  from  her  hand,  for 
there  it  lay  on  the  floor  beside  her  chair. 

Lady  Honor  saw  at  a  glance  that  she  had 
fainted.  Something  else,  also,  she  saw  at  a 
glance — an  envelope  on  the  table  before  her 
aunt,  addressed  to  Dr.  Gallagher,  at  the  ^'  Eail- 
way  Hotel/'  Wrexford,  and  a  letter,  which  ran 
briefly  and  brusquely  thus : 

^'  I  give  you  permission  to  raise  the  required 
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money  for  me ;  also  to  send  any  telegram  you 
think  advisable  to  my  son.  Below  is  his 
address  in  l^Tew  York.  *'  J.  G.'' 

But  it  was  the  telegram  pinned  below  the 
note  which  set  Honor's  heart  beating  loud  and 
fast,  and  made  her  exclaim  in  thought,  ^'Heaven 
is  on  my  side  now."     It  bore  yesterday's  date, 
and  in  as  few  words  as  possible,  conveyed  the 
intimation    that   Herrick  would    be  at  IN'ew 
York  on  the  18th  instant,  that  he  would  start 
for  England  in  the  ^'  Europa,"  on  the  same  day, 
and  that  telegrams  addressed    to  937,  Astor 
Avenue,  would  find  him  up  to  nine  o'clock  at 
night. 

'''  The  eighteenth  will  be  to-morrow,  no  time 
to  be  lost,"  thought  the  girl,  as,  repeating  the 
address  to  herself  again  and  again  so  as  to 
learn  it  by  heart,  she  hastily  returned  to  her 
room. 

There  she  rang  for  her  maid,   and  desired 
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her  to  go  to  Lady  Joan  and  ask  for  some  medi- 
cine for  the  influenza.  Then  feeling  that,  in 
this  way,  she  had  provided  for  proper  attention 
being  paid  to  her  aunt  without  drawing  suspi- 
cion upon  herself,  she  at  once  proceeded  with 
swift  fingers  to  exchange  her  dress  for  her 
habit. 

Henniker,  stable-manager  at  the  Castle, 
hobnobbing  with  a  crony  over  his  four  o'clock 
tea,  was  to  have  a  curious  experience  that 
afternoon.  A  sharp  rapping  at  the  door  of 
his  cottage,  which  adjoined  the  stables,  made 
him  drop  his  hot  muffin,  and  the  discussion 
he  was  having  with  his  friend  over  the  pedi- 
gree of  a  certain  brown  mare,  at  one  and  the 
same  moment. 

When  he  opened  the  door  and  saw  Lady 
Honor  standing  there  in  the  drenching  rain, 
habited,  and  with  her  riding-whip  in  her  hand, 
he  could  scarcely  believe  his  eyes.     It  was  still 
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harder  to  give  credence  to  his  ears  when  the 
young  lady  informed  hira  that  she  wanted  a 
horse  saddled,  and  brought  round  immediately 
— "  Mr.  Herrick's  horse — the  one  he  used  to 
ride  to  "Wrexford  daily — because  he'll  know 
the  road,"  she  added,  ^'  and  it  will  be  dark 
before  I  get  back.  Now  do  make  haste,  for 
I'm  in  a  hurry.  I'll  wait  in  here  beside  your 
fire." 

Henniker's  face  lengthened  to  a  demur. 

Lady  Honor  would  not  let  him  speak  it. 

''  Yes,  I  know  it's  raining  cats  and  dogs," 
she  said ;  ''  and  I  shall  get  drenched  to  the 
skin — that  won't  matter.  It  won't  hurt  the 
horse,  because  I  shan't  keep  him  waiting  any- 
where ;  and  it  won't  hurt  the  groom,  because  I 
don't  mean  to  have  one.  Now  go  at  once,  and 
and  I'll  give  you  a  guinea  when  I  come  back 
if  I'm  off  and  away  in  less  than  five  minutes." 

There  was  no  gainsaying  Lady  Honor  when 
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this  mood  was  upon  her  ;  and  although  Hen- 
niker  shook  his  head  a  good  deal,  and  mentally 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  things  generally 
at  the  Castle  were  ^'  upside  down,  now  that 
there  was  no  master  there,"  the  girl  was  *^  off 
and  away"  in  less  than  five  minutes. 

Herrick's  hack  never  made  the  distance 
between  Longridge  and  Wrexford  at  a  better 
pace  than  he  did  this  winter's  afternoon, 
through  the  driving  rain  and  settling  mist. 
Till  within  about  a  couple  of  miles  of  Wrexford, 
Lady  Honor  had  the  road  pretty  much  to  her 
self.  Then,  as  she  quitted  the  muddy  lanes, 
with  their  ragged  hedges,  and  dripping,  skele- 
ton trees,  for  the  high  road,  the  stir  of  town 
life  made  itself  felt.  She  overtook  and  passed 
— for  it  was  impossible  to  keep  behind — a 
market-cart  or  two,  a  railway  van,  and,  finally, 
the  lumbering  "Eailway  Hotel "  fly  which  had 
already  visited  the  Castle  that  afternoon.      It 
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was  not  until  slie  was  well  ahead  of  this  last 
vehicle  that  it  occurred  to  her  who  possibly 
might  be  its  occupant.  Even  when  the  thought 
struck  her,  she  did  not  scent  danger  in  it, 
taking  it  for  granted  that  she  must  be,  so  far, 
at  least  as  personal  appearance  was  concerned, 
an  utter  stranger  to  Dr.  Gallagher.  If,  how- 
ever, she  had  chanced  to  turn  her  head  as  her 
horse  cantered  along,  she  might  have  seen 
Gallagher  stretching  out  of  the  window  of 
the  fly  to  interrogate  the  coachman. 

'-'-  That  is  a  lady,  and  she  is  going  at  the  pace 
of  a  stud-groom  sent  on  a  message,"  he  had 
said  to  himself.  ''IN'ow  I  would  like  ama- 
zingly to  know  who  that  lady  is,"  and  forth- 
with he  had  let  down  the  window  and  had 
questioned  the  man. 

His  reply  that  it  was  Lady  Honor  Herrick 
was  no  surprise  to  Gallagher.  His  face  for  a 
moment  wore  an  ugly  look. 
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^^Xo  one  in  this  world,  whether  sane  or 
lunatic,"  he  cogitated,  '^ever  does  anything 
without  a  motive.  They  may  not  be  conscious 
of  their  motive  at  the  moment  of  action,  for  voli- 
tion at  times  will  outstrip  consciousness;  or,  as  in 
the  case  of  the  insane,  the  reason  may  be  rooted 
in  unreason,  but  all  the  same  the  reason  is  there, 
and  a  keen  eye  will  find  it  out,  as  lamp-light 
fiuds  out  diamonds.  Xow  the  motive  which 
sends  that  young  lady  riding  at  that  speed 
through  a  drenching  rain  must  be  a  powerful 
one.  It  may  be  that  by  some  means  or  other 
she  has  become  possessed  of  the  telegram,  or 
the  address  on  it,  which  my  lady  was  pleased 
to  refuse  to  me,  and  thus  has  stolen  a  march 
upon  us.  I  must  see  her  ladyship  the  first 
thing  to-morrow,  whether  she  chooses  to  send 
for  me  or  not,  and  will  ask  her  a  few  questions. 
There  must  be  no  shilly-shallying  now." 

Then  he  once  more  let  down  the  window  of 
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the  carriage,  bidding  the  coachman  put  on  the 
speed,  and,  instead  of  making  for  the  hotel,  to 
drive  direct  to  the  telegraph  office. 

"  To  overtake  her  on  that  horse  would,  of 
course,  be  an  impossibility,"  he  reasoned ; 
^'  but  if  I  meet  her  returning  in  the  main  road 
from  the  office,  it  won't  require  a  wiseacre  to 
conjecture  where  she  has  been." 

Meanwhile,  Lady  Honor,  all  unconscious  that 
her  movements  were  watched,  had  made  her  way 
to  the  telegraph- office,  and  had  despatched  the 
two  telegrams  which  she  had  carefully  thought 
over  and  written  out  before  she  had  started. 

The  first  was  addressed  to  M.  Yan  Zandt, 
and  ran  thus : 

*'  H.  returns  in  '  Europa,'  which  sails  on  the 
eighteenth  from  New  York.  Will  you  meet 
him  at  Queenstown  and  tell  him  everything  ?  " 

The  second  telegram  was  addressed  to  Her- 
rick,  and  was  as  follows : 
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"  Lois  is  in  a  convent  in  Ireland.  Let 
nothing  prevent  your  return  in  the  '  Europa.' 
Land  at  Queenstown,  where  M.  Yan  Zandr 
will  meet  you,  and  tell  you  everything.  Dis- 
trust any  other  telegram  you  may  receive. 

'^  Honor." 

She  was  drenched  to  the  skin,  and  her  limbs 
were  so  stiffened  that  she  could  scarcely  drag 
one  after  the  other  when  she  alighted  at  the 
office  to  hand  in  these  telegrams. 

"Thank  Heaven  that's  done,"  was  her 
thought  as  she  did  so  ;  "  for  I'm  in  for  the  very 
worst  cold  I  have  ever  had." 

She  was  stiffer  still,  however,  by  a  long 
way,  as  she  rode  her  horse  back  into  the 
Castle  stables,  and  threw  the  reins  to  Hen- 
niker. 

Her  telegrams  had  emptied  her  purse.  ^^  I 
haven't  a  guinea  to  give  you  now,"  she  said, 
"  for  I  have  spent  every  penny  I  had  in  Wrex- 
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ford  ;  but  you  shall  have  it  right  enough  to- 
morrow." 

She  did  not  enjoin  secrecy  on  the  man  as  to 
her  eccentric  ride.  She  felt  instinctively  that 
there  was  little  fear  of  a  skirmish  with  Lady 
Joan  now,  and  even  had  the  contrary  been  the 
case,  it  would  have  troubled  her  very  little. 
The  deed  was  done.  She  knew  now  for  certain 
that,  before  another  day  was  over  his  head, 
Herrick  would  know  the  truth  concerning  Lois, 
and  would  take  matters  generally  into  his 
strong  young  hands.  Of  course  she  knew 
that  there  was  a  terrible  storm  brewing  now, 
and  that  there  were  one  or  two  who  would  not 
come  out  of  it  unscathed.  Of  this,  however, 
at  the  moment,  she  scarcely  dared  to  think. 

^'Things  must  take  their  course  now,"  she 
thought,  as  she  pulled  oflP  her  soaked  habit  and 
rang  for  her  maid,  ^'come  what  will,  I  can 
only  say  I  have  done  my  best " 
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Lady  Honor's  words  were  to  be  verified. 
^^  The  very  worst  cold  she  had  ever  had"  had 
certainly  fastened  upon  her. 

Her  maid,  as  she  entered,  was  startled — not 
only  by  the  drenched  hat  and  habit,  but  by  the 
young  lady's  feverish  appearance,  her  flushed 
face,  and  brilliant  eyes. 

*^  ISTow  I  want  to  tumble  into  bed  as  quickly 
as  possible,"  she  said,  giving  a  little  jump  out 
of  the  long  skirt.     ^^  And  you  can  bring  me  up 

hot  tea,  or  hot  anything  you  like Ah,  a 

letter !  " 

Here  she  broke  off  abruptly,  as  she  detected 
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in  the  girl's  hand  a  letter  bearing  a  Belgian 
stamp. 

The  girl  had  something  to  say,  which  for 
the  moment  retarded  the  breaking  of  the  seal 
of  that  letter — something  which  she  said  she 
thought  ^'mj  lady ''ought  to  know.  It  was 
to  the  effect  that  when  she  went  to  Lady  Joan 
to  ask  her,  as  "  my  lady  "  had  bidden  her,  for 
some  medicine,  she  had  found  her  in  a  faint- 
ing fit,  in  her  chair.  The  girl  went  on  to  say 
that  she  had  rung  for  assistance,  and  that 
restoratives  had  been  administered ;  but  that 
Lady  Joan  had  been  a  long  time  in  recovering 
consciousness. 

"  I  looked  for  you  everywhere,  my  lady,  to 
know  if  Dr.  Scott  should  be  sent  for,  but  I 
couldn't  find  you,"  said  the  girl,  giving  a 
dubious  look  at  the  draggled  habit. 

"  No,  I  had  gone  for  a  ride — the  lovely 
weather    tempted    me,"    said    Honor,    indif- 
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ferently.  "  Go  on.  How  is  Lady  Joan 
now  ?  " 

"  A  little  better,  my  lady  ;  but  she  says  she 
won't  sit  down  to  dinner  to-night." 

''  Oh,  well,  and  I  won't  either,  out  of 
sympathy.  Make  haste  and  take  my  hair 
down ;  I  feel  as  if  I  had  rheumatism  in  every 
joint;  my  head  and  my  hands  are  like  fire." 

The  next  moment,  however,  both  head  and 
hands  must  have  been  ice-cold,  to  judge  from 
the  death-like  pallor  which  overspread  her  face, 
as,  with  a  pained,  startled  cry  she  sprang  to 
her  feet. 

"  Where  is  Lady  Joan  ?  "  she  cried,  pas- 
sionately, and  in  a  loud  voice.  '^  This  is  her 
doing — her  work — only  hers  ! " 

She  stumbled,  rather  than  walked,  towards 
the  door,  with  her  letter  in  her  hand,  as  if  she 
were  bent,  there  and  then,  on  going  to  Lady 
Joan  and  bidding  her  to  rejoice  in  her  work. 
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But,  with  her  hand  on  the  handle,  she 
paused. 

^^  No,  I  dare  not,"  she  said,  brokenly.  ^'  I 
should  speak  words  that  could  never  be  for- 
gotten or  forgiven.'' 

She  turned  to  her  maid,  who  stood  gazing  at 
her  in  mute  astonishment. 

"  Take  this  letter  to  Lady  Joan.  Tell  her 
I  send  it  to  her ;  that  is  all,"  she  said,  steady- 
ing her  voice  with  an  effort. 

Then  as  the  girl  quitted  the  room,  she  flung 
herself  in  a  passion  of  weeping  on  her  bed. 

"  This  is  the  end  of  it  all ! "  she  cried, 
bitterly. 

The  letter  which  had  occasioned  her  passion 
of  grief  was  from  M.  Yan  Zandt,  and  ran 
thus : 

*'  Bruxelles,  le  16th  Novembre. 

''  My  Honor, — I  send  you  news  the  most 
sorrowful — Sister  H^loise  is  dead.      She  has 
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been  invalid  ever  since  she  is  become  a  Eed 
Sister.  She  is  dead  yesterday.  They  will  on 
Monday  bury  her  in  the  cemetery  of  the  con- 
vent. This  is  only  a  little  word  of  writing, 
because  the  post  goes  to  set  off. 
'^  Adieu. 

"Your  devoted 

"Henei." 


CHAPTEE  YII. 

^^  Dead  ! "  And  Lady  Joan  bowed  her  head 
over  the  letter  which  lay  before  her  on  the 
table,  hiding  her  face  in  her  hands. 

With  most  women  such  a  posture  would 
have  meant  floods  of  tears.  I^ot  so  with  Lady 
Joan ;  her  eyes  were  dry,  and  though  her 
breath  came  thick  and  fast,  there  was  never 
the  sound  of  a  sob  in  it. 

It  so  chanced  that  when  the  maid  brought 
to  her  the  letter  sent  by  Lady  Honor,  she  had 
just  taken  her  nightly  sleeping-draught ;  not 
wishing  it  to  lose  its  effect,  she  had  desired 
the  girl  to  place  the  letter,  with  others  which 
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the  evening  post  had  brought,  on  her  writing- 
table  in  her  boudoir. 

Consequently,  it  was  not  until  the  following 
morning  that  Lady  Joan  had  read  the  tidings  of 
the  bright  young  life  quenched  in  sadness  and 
gloom.  For  a  moment  she  had  felt  stunned  by 
the  news,  and  there  had  seemed  to  pass 
before  her  mental  vision  a  picture  of  what  that 
young  life  might  have  been  if  Herrick  had 
been  allowed  to  cherish  and  nurture  it  with 
love's  nurtuiing. 

The  picture,  however,  quickly  enough  faded 
before  the  pressing  and  momentous  anxieties 
which  the  letter  called  forth.  What  did  Honor 
mean  by  sending  it  to  her  ?  How  was  it  she 
knew  that  Sister  H^loise  was  Lois  White,  and 
that  she  had  entered  a  Eedemptoristine  Con- 
vent ?  What,  also,  had  M.  Yan  Zandt  to  do 
with  the  matter?  In  a  word,  what  did  he 
know,  what  did  Honor  know  ?  Was  this  letter 
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to  be  considered  a  danger  signal  ?  "Were 
Honor  and  her  lover  playing  the  parts  of  de- 
tective and  spy,  and  did  they  mean  to  sift,  not 
only  this  matter  thoroughly,  but  perhaps  also 
other  matters  which  might  have  attracted  their 
attention  ? 

The  instinct  of  self-preservation — the  instinct 
which  she  possessed  in  common  with  the  raven- 
ing wolf,  the  chattering  ape,  the  crawling 
beetle — was  now  to  swamp  every  other 
thought,  and  to  make  her  in  heart  cry  aloud 
for  a  counsellor. 

Thus,  even  so  much  of  saving  grace  as  lies 
in  the  agonies  of  remorse  was  to  be  denied 
her. 

^^  Pray  for  an  angel,  listen  for  his  wings," 
says  the  Italian  proverb.  It  may  hold  good  of 
angels  of  darkness  as  well  as  of  light.  The 
thought  of  her  need  of  a  counsellor  had  scarcely 
arisen  in  her  mind  before  a  door  opened,  and  a 
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servant    announced   tliat   Dr.    Gallagher  was 
below  and  wished  to  see  her. 

It  must  have  cost  her  a  stupendous  eflfort  to 
receive  the  man  with  the  stately  coldness  with 
which  she  greeted  him.  Stupendous  efforts, 
however,  were  now  of  daily — one  might  almost 
say  of  hourly — recurrence  with  her. 

He  was  puzzled  by  it;  her  agitation  of 
overnight  had  led  him  to  expect  a  different" 
demeanour. 

*^  Is    she   changing  her  tactics  ?   Does   she 

mean  to  throw  me  over  ?  Let  her  try  it,  that's 

all !  "  was  his  thought.    Aloud  he  said  :   '^  I've 

called  respecting  that  telegram  to  Mr.  Gaskell, 

my  lady.     Circumstances  render  it  imperative 
?) 

She  interrupted  him. 

^' Do  you  know  anything  of  this?"  she 
asked,  giving  him  M.  Van  Zandt's  letter  to 
read. 
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His  astonislimeiit  was  genuine.  As  lie  ran 
his  eye  over  it,  it  was  easy  to  see  that  the 
tidings  were  news  to  him. 

'^  Dead !  "  he  exclaimed.    "  I  knew  she  was" 

ill  when  she  entered  the  convent;  but '' 

He  broke  off  abruptly,  looking  uneasily  from 
Lady  Joan  to  the  letter,  from  the  letter  to 
Lady  Joan.  He  grew  a  shade  paler,  his  rest- 
less eyes  wandered  hither  and  thither  round 
the  room,  as  if  expecting  some  sudden  danger 
at  hand.  ''  Who  is  this  M.  Yan  Zandt  ?  "  he 
asked  brusquely,  his  oiliness  of  voice  and 
manner  vanishing. 

"  That  is  beside  the  mark,"  Lady  Joan 
answered,  haughtily,  not  choosing  to  be  inter- 
rogated by  him  on  such  purely  family  matters. 
"  What  I  wish  to  know  is,  have  you,  or  has 
Harwood  had  any  communication  with  my 
niece,  and  supplied  her  with  any  information 
on  this  matter  ?  " 
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'^  I^ot  I,  my  lady,"  answered  Gallagher. 
**  What,  however,  Ealph  has  done  is  another 
thing.  I  told  you  from  the  first  that  he  was 
not  to  be  trusted.  !N'ot  a  week  ago  I  had  the 
greatest  difficulty  in  life  to  prevent  him  from 
going  to  Father  Elliot  and  making  a  clean 
breast  of  everything."  Here  he  drew  a  chair 
close  to  Lady  Joan's  writing-table,  and  seated 
himself,  facing  her.  ^^  Yet,"  he  went  on,  "  I'm 
at  a  loss  to  see  how  he  can  have  had  any 
opportunity  for  communicating  with  the  Lady 
Honor.  Yesterday,  it  is  true,  the  young  lady 
passed  me  at  full  gallop  on  the  road  to  Wrex- 
ford ;  but  Harwood  is  not  there  just  now. 
Two  days  ago  I  despatched  him  to  Liverpool 
to  book  our  passages  in  an  outgoing  steamer 
Ah !  " 

He  broke  ofi"  abruptly.  His  restless  eyes, 
wandering  hither  and  thither,  had  settled  upon 
Lady  Joan's  unopened  letters  of  overnight,  and 
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had  discovered  among  them  a  letter  addressed 
in  handwriticg  which  it  was  easy  for  him  to 
recognise  as  that  of  Ealph  Harwood. 

^'My  lady,"  he  said,  ^^will  you  be  good 
enough  to  open  that  letter  and  run  your  eye 
over  it  ?  It  may  perhaps  give  us  a  clue  to  the 
mystery.  Things  appear  to  be  thickening  a 
trifle." 

But  although  Ealph's  lettter  could  scarcely 
be  said  to  give  a  clue  to  anything,  save  and 
except  his  own  motives  of  action,  it  neverthe- 
less sounded  an  echo  to  the  note  of  warning 
which  M.  Yan  Zandt's  letter  had  already 
struck. 

It  bore  neither  date  nor  address,  and  ran 
simply  thus : 

^^  My  Lady, — I  beg  herewith  to  return  to 
you  the  cheque  for  two  thousand  pounds  which 
you  were  good  enough  to  send  to  me  for  the 
purchase  of  a  farm  in  I^ew  South  Wales.     The 
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slight  services  I  have  rendered  your  ladyship 
do  not  entitle  me  to  such  munificent  remuner- 
ation, and  I  am  not  prepared  to  earn  it  by  any 
additional    service    in    co-operation   with  my 
cousin,  Dr.  Gallagher.     I  have  been  dragged 
into  villainy  by  him,  and  intend  for  the  future 
to  wash  my  hands  of  him,  and,  so  far  as  lies  in 
my  power,  to  make  restitution  to  those  whom 
I  have  injured.    The  first  step  in  that  direction 
seems  to  me  to  be  the  returning  to  your  lady- 
ship of  the  enclosed  cheque. 
^'I  remain, 
"  Your  ladyship's  obedient  servant, 
^'  Ealph  Harwood." 

Lady  Joan's  calmness  was  gone  now;  her 
hand  trembled  as  she  handed  the  letter  to  Gal- 
Mgher  to  read,  and  the  envelope  and  its  en- 
closed cheque  fluttered  to  the  ground. 

^'  What  does  it  mean  ?  "  she  asked,  excitedly. 
"  I  do  not  understand  it." 

VOL.  III.  H 
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Gallagher  picked  up  the  envelope — and  the 
cheque. 

^^  It  means  danger,  my  lady,"  he  said,  as  he 
glanced  hastily  through  the  letter.  ^'  Danger 
to  me  and  danger  to  you — for  I  take  it  we 
row  together  in  one  boat  so  far  as  Ealph  is 
concerned." 

Lady  Joan  flushed  crimson ;  but  she  did 
not  dare  to  repudiate  the  man's  easy  familiarity. 

He  saw  that  he  had  made  her  shrink  and 
shiver,  as  if  from  the  touch  of  a  whip,  and  so 
he  made  her  feel  his  power  once  more. 

''  My  lady,  if  you'll  allow  me,  we'll  look  our 
common  danger  in  the  face,  and  consult  how 
to  meet  it,"  he  said. 

Lady  Joan  rose  from  her  chair,  and  began 
slowly  to  walk  up  and  down  the  room.  It 
was  impossible  for  her  to  keep  her  calmness 
with  this  man's  cold,  cruel  eyes  fixed  full  upon 
her  eye-balls. 
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Gallagher  slightly  shifted  his  chair  so  as  to 
be  able  to  arrest  her  moyements  by  a  word  if 
so  disposed. 

"  The  post-mark  of  that  letter  is  Cork,"  he 
went  on,  glancing  down  at  the  envelope. 
''  The  truth  is,  the  man  has  had  his  weak 
nerves  shaken  by  Sister  Heloise's  death,  and 
instead  of  taking  our  passages  at  Liverpool, 
and  returning  as  I  desired  him  to  Wrexford  to 
finish  arranging  for  the  sale  of  his  farm,  has 
crossed  over  to  Cork  to  make  a  clean  breast  of 
it  to  his  father-confessor.  My  lady,  that 
priest  is  our  real  danger  point — that  Father 
Elliot." 

Lady  Joan's  steps  were  arrested  at  this 
word. 

Father  Elliot  again  !  Was  there  never  to 
be  a  bend  in  her  life's  path  but  that  the 
shadow  of  Vaughan  Elliot  was  to  fall  athwart 
it! 
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*^What  do  you  mean?"  she  asked,  un- 
steadily, ^^I  do  not  understand.  "What  can 
Ealph  Harwood  have  to  confess  to  his  priest 
that  will  in  any  way  concern  me  ?  "  But,  as 
she  asked  the  question,  her  eyes  drooped 
before  the  look  which  Gallagher  flashed  out  at 
her  from  beneath  his  bent  brows,  and  once 
more  she  began  to  pace  the  room.  With 
slow,  uncertain  steps,  however,  and  Gallagher's 
next  words  made  her  sink  into  the  nearest 
chair,  and  set  the  room  swimming  round  her 
in  mist. 

*^My  lady,"  he  said  in  a  low,  half  whisper, 
'4he  only  thing  in  Ealph's  confession  which 
might  afi'ect  you,  would  be  his  avowal  that 
he  had  kept  to  himself  certain  facts  com- 
municated to  him  by  Lucy,  which  it  was  his 
bounden  duty  to  make  known  to  the  nearest 
magistrate.  But,  my  lady,  are  you  faint — 
shall  I  open  the  windows  ?  " 
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He  poured  out  a  glass  of  water  from  a 
carafe  which  stood  on  the  table,  and  brought 
it  to  her. 

She  waved  it  on  one  side,  made  one  more 
stupendous  effort,  and  faced  him  again.  ^'  And 
you,  how  would  this — this  affect  you  ?  "  she 
asked,  doing  her  best  to  meet  his  cruel  eyes 
as  he  stood  in  front  of  her. 

Face  to  face  with  him  it  was  impossible 
to  believe  that  her  dread  secret  was  undis- 
covered. 

^'  My  lady,  the  consequences  of  such  a 
confession  might  be  the  withdrawal  of  Lucy 
from  my  care  —  that  would  affect  me  to  the 
extent  of  the  two  hundred  pounds  per  annum 
which  your  ladyship  is  good  enough  to  pay 
for  her  maintainance." 

''  And  what  do  you  propose  to  do  ?"  asked 
Lady  Joan ;  her  voice  sounding  strange  and 
unnatural. 
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Gallagher  took  a  chair,  and  seated  him- 
self within  a  yard  of  her.  There  was  to  be 
no  escape  from  the  torture  of  his  eye  it 
seemed. 

*^  This,  my  lady,"  he  answered,  in  the  same 
low  half- whisper  as  before.  "  I  propose  con- 
centrating all  my  attention  on  one  point — 
Lucy.  We  must  give  up  all  hope  of  retarding 
Mr.  GaskelPs  return ;  that  is  a  less  immediate 
danger.  With  regard  to  your  niece,  my  lady, 
I  can  scarcely  at  present  gauge  the  danger 
that  may  lie  in  that  quarter." 

'^  My  niece  is  ill ;  she  has  caught  a  severe 
cold,  which  is  ending  in  rheumatic  fever.  The 
doctor  has  been  sent  for,"  answered  Lady  Joan, 
briefly. 

Gallagher  rubbed  his  hands. 

«'  Capital !  Capital !  "  he  ejaculated.  '^  l^o- 
thing  could  have  happened  better  !  My  lady, 
I   mean  no    unkindness  to  the  Lady  Honor, 
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but  it  might  have  considerably  added  to  our 
difficulties  if  the  young  lady  had  full  licence 
whenever  she  felt  disposed  to  ride  to  the 
"Wrexford  telegraph- office  at  the  pace  I  saw 
her  riding  yesterday." 

^^  To  the  Wrexford  telegraph- office  ?  "  re- 
peated Lady  Joan.  ''  What  could  she  be 
doing  there  ?  " 

''  Well,  my  lady,  arguing  on  my  favourite 
theory  that  no  living  creature  acts  without  a 
motive — no,  not  even  a  snail  when  he  lifts  or 
lowers  his  horns — I  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  the  young  lady  had  most  likely  in  some 
way  discovered  Mr.  GaskelPs  present  address, 
and  was  off  to  send  a  telegram  to  him. 

Lady  Joan  passed  her  hand  over  her  brow. 

*'It  must  have  been  when  I  fainted  yester- 
day," she  murmured,  recollecting  the  open 
letter  and  telegram  which  had  lain  on  her 
table. 
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^'Ah,  no  matter,"  said  Gallagher;  ^^  the 
most  pressing  danger  does  not  lie  that  way. 
Lucy  is  the  point  on  which  we  must  concen- 
trate attention.  Kow,  my  lady,  what  do  you 
say  to  Lucy  and  me  disappearing  together — 
with  my  wife,  of  course,  I  should  add,  as  a 
necessary  third  ?  " 

Lady  Joan  stared  blankly  at  him. 

*^  Where  ?    Why  ?  "  she  stammered. 

^^  I'll  answer  your  second  question  first,  my 
lady.  Because  whatever  Ealph  may  see  fit 
to  state  he  has  been  told  by  Lucy,  must 
be  confirmed  by  Lucy,  or,  as  evidence,  it 
is  worthless.  Where  ? — do  you  ask  ?  Ah, 
don't  you  trouble  about  that ;  leave  that  to 
me.  There  are  plenty  of  hiding  places  to 
be  reached,  via  Liverpool.  You  give  me  the 
means,  my  lady,  to  make  a  bold  coup,  and 
it'll  be  done,  never  fear." 

Lady  Joan  asked  no  further  questions ;  she 
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understood  the  man's  meaning  thorouglily 
now.  She  knew  him  to  be  a  bad  man.  She 
knew  him  to  be  a  bold  man,  and  that  coup 
with  him  might  be  another  word  for  murder ; 
yet  her  next  words  were  merely  : 

^^  How  much  do  you  expect  me  to  give  you 
now  ?  " 

"Let  me  think/'  he  said,  slowly.  "It 
means,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned,  a  good  deal 
of  risk,  and  a  heavy  monetary  loss.  The 
"Wrexford  farm  won't  be  sold  till  next  week ;  and 
as  it  would  be  undesirable  to  delay  our  disap- 
pearance till  then,  Ealph's  debt  to  me  will 
not  be  discharged.  Then  there's  my  practice  at 
Ballinacrae — a  good,  steady,  thriving  practice, 
my  lady ;  nice  house,  garden,  poultry,  cattle. 
Yes,  all  that  will  have  to  be  thought  of  And 
then  there  will  be  Lucy's  board  and  lodging 
for  a  good  many  years  to  come — to  the  end  of 
her  life,  I  may  say,  for  I  suppose,  my  lady, 


106  A  RED  SISTER, 

you  won't  care  to  have  me  writing  for  yearly 
payments " 

"  Whatever  sum  I  give  you  now  must  be 
taken  as  final,"  said  Lady  Joan,  speaking  with 
a  sudden  decision ;  *'  there  must  be  no  sub- 
sequent application  to  me  on  any  pretence 
whatever," 

^^  Exactly,  my  lady.  Lucy  and  I  are  to 
disappear  for  good  and  all ;  well,  what  does 
your  ladyship  say  to  ten  thousand  pounds 
paid  down  in  a  lump,  and  this  little  cheque," 
here  he  fingered  the  one  which  had  fallen  from 
Ealph's  envelope,  "  added  to  it  ?  " 

"  Twelve  thousand  pounds  !  "  ejaculated 
Lady  Joan.    ''  Impossible  !  " 

''  Oh,  don't  say  that,  my  lady,"  he  said  in 
a  wheedling  tone.  *^  Look  at  the  enormous 
wealth  which  lies  at  your  banker's,  and  how 
glad  anybody  will  be  to  cash  a  cheque  signed 
with  your  ladyship's  name.     I  assure  you  if 
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it  were  not  that  time  presses,  and  there  is  no 
possibility  of  our  calling  the  money-lenders  to 
our  aid,  I  should  say  what  I  said  yesterday, 
twenty-five  thousand.  Think,  too,  my  lady," 
he  went  on,  after  a  moment's  pause,  ^'  of  the 
enormous  pleasure  to  you  to  know  that  the 
estimable  Dr.  Gallagher  and  the  somnambulistic 
Lucy  will  never  again  in  this  world  cross  your 
threshold,  and  that  let  the  weak-minded  Ealph 
babble  as  he  may  to  his  father-confessor,  no 
harm  can  come  of  it.  My  lady,  the  post-mark 
on  this  letter,"  here  he  extended  Ealph's  enve- 
lope, '*  cries  aloud  to  you  that  there's  no  time 
to  be  lost.  Father  Elliot  and  Ealph  together 
at  Cork  !  Ballinacrae  not  thirty  miles  distant ! 
Why,  if  I'm  not  off  and  away  this  very 
minute,  I  may  return  to  find  Lucy  carried  off 
to  the  nearest  magistrate  by  the  priest,  and 
Ealph  standing  at  her  elbow  ready  to  give 
confirmatory  evidence." 
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Lady  Joan  rose  wearily  from  Iter  chair  and 
went  to  her  writing-table.  *^  Only  fools  fight 
the  inevitable,"  she  said,  half  to  herself,  as 
she  drew  out  her  cheque-book,  and  wrote  the 
order  which  was  to  transfer  ten  thousand 
pounds  from  her  keeping  to  that  of  Gallagher. 

He  stood  at  her  elbow  meanwhile,  profuse 
in  his  thanks. 

"  So  soon  as  I  leave  here,  my  lady,  I  start 
for  Holyhead,  and  directly  I  arrive  there  I 
will  send  a  telegram  to  my  wife,  bidding  her 
bring  Lucy  and  join  me  there.  And  then  off 
we  go,  all  three  of  us,  and  my  lady  will  never 
again  have  the  pleasure  of  looking  your 
humble  servant  full  in  the  face."  The  marked 
sneer  with  which  the  last  words  were  spoken, 
showed  that  the  manner  in  which  Lady  Joan 
had  writhed  under  his  cruel  eye  had  not  been 
lost  on  him. 

Could,  however.  Lady  Joan  have  followed 
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the  man  to  Holyhead,  and  have  looked  over 
his  shoulder  as  he  dispatched  his  telegram  to 
his  wife,  she  might  have  been  not  a  little 
surprised  at  its  wording  : 

There  was  never  a  word  about  Lucy  in  it. 
^'  Let  the  bailiffs  into  the  house,"  it  ran. 
^'  Meet  me  at  our  old  rendezvous  at  Holy- 
head." 

Which  form  of  speech  was  Dr.  Gallagher's 
method  of  conveying  to  his  wife  the  inti- 
mation that  the  crash  had  come ;  that  he  had 
thrown  up  his  cards,  and  would  amazingly 
like  to  shuffle  them  and  begin  all  over  again 
in  another  hemisphere. 


CHAPTEE  YIII. 

Herrick  had  had  no  difficulty  in  discovering 
the  John  White  of  whom  he  was  in  search,  at 
his  work  of  railway-laying  in  CaKfornia,  and 
had  listened  with  a  heavy  heart  to  his  vigorous 
disclaimer  of  all  knowledge  of  his  young 
cousin's  movements.  Then  he  had  hastened  to 
shake  off  the  dust  of  the  Californian  city  from 
his  feet,  and  had  taken  passage  in  the 
"Europa,"  saying  to  himself  that  he  was  in 
a  blind  alley  now,  and  that  the  only  way  out 
of  it  was  to  go  back  to  his  starting  point,  and 
begin  all  over  again. 

As  he    stepped  on  board   the   ^'Europa," 
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however,  Lady  Honor's  telegram  was  put  into 
his  hand,  and  then,  hey  presto,  the  sun  broke 
through  the  clouds  again,  and  life  seemed 
worth  living  once  more. 

For  he  read  his  own  wishes  into  that  tele- 
gram, and  grew  triumphant  over  it. 

Lois  in  a  convent !  That,  of  course,  meant 
merely  that  she  had  temporarily  taken  up  her 
abode  in  one  of  the  numerous  religious  houses 
which  receive  lady-boarders,  on  the  very 
natural  supposition  that  it  would  not  be 
possible  for  her  to  find  a  better  hiding-place 
for  herself. 

That  she  should  for  a  moment  entertain  the 
idea  of  making  herself  into  a  nun  did  not 
once  enter  his  brain. 

*^  I  shall  be  hugely  grateful  to  the  mother- 
superior,  or  whatever  they  call  her,  if  she  has 
taken  good  care  of  my  darling,''  he  thought, 
with  pleasant  visions  of  the  substantial  form 
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his  gratitude  would  assume.  ^'At  the  same 
time,  I  shall  be  uncommonly  glad  to  get  her 
back  to  the  work-a-day  world  again — I  don't 
want  her  to  be  growing  wings  before  her 
time." 

His  gratitude  to  his  cousin  for  her  in- 
defatigable energy,  and  her  unswerving  devo- 
tion to  his  interests,  outweighed  even  his 
gratitude  to  the  mother-superior  who  was 
supposed  to  have  taken  Lois  under  her  wing. 
*'  How  can  she  have  found  out  the  child's  hid- 
ing-place, what  can  have  set  her  thoughts 
travelling  to  Irish  convents  ? "  he  wondered. 
Then  presently  his  thoughts  travelled  to 
M.  Van  Zandt  as  a  possible  coadjutor,  and  a 
third  person  came  in  for  a  due  share  of  his 
gratitude  and  goodwill. 

But  although  the  telegram,  so  far  as  Lois 
was  concerned,  evoked  the  most  ecstatic  visions 
of  a  bright  future,  it   yet  on  other  grounds 
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puzzled  him,  and  struck  uncomfortable  key- 
notes. 

^'  Let  nothing  prevent  your  return — distrust 
any  other  telegram  you  may  receive — M.  Yan 
Zandt  will  meet  you  at  Queenstown,  and  tell 
you  everything,"  it  ran. 

The  ^'everything"  that  M.  Van  Zandt  had 
to  tell  must  be  of  an  unusual  character,  if  it 
could  explain  away  the  mysterious  words 
which  seemed  to  point  to  the  likelihood  of 
telegrams  being  sent  to  him  with  the  view 
of  preventing  his  return  to  England.  The 
letters  which  he  had  received  from  his  mother 
while  in  California,  although  brief,  had  not 
been  disquieting,  and  had  not  led  him  to  infer 
that  anything  unusual  had  been,  or  was  now, 
taking  place  at  the  Castle. 

He  turned  to  the  packet  of  letters  which 
had  been  put  into  his  hand,  together  with  Lady 
Honor's  telegram,  thinking  that    possibly  in 

VOL.    HI.  I 
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them  he  might  find  a  key  to  the  mysteiy. 
This  packet  of  letters  consisted  of  a  steady 
succession,  which  had  been  written  by  Mr. 
McGowan,  in  hopes  that  sooner  or  later  they 
might  find  their  way  into  Herrick's  hands. 
They  were  sequels  to  the  one  in  which  the 
lawyer  had  conveyed  the  tidings  of  the 
appointment  of  Lord  Southmoor  as  trustee  to 
the  Gaskell  estate.  They  were  variously 
dated  six  weeks,  a  month,  ten  days,  and  a 
week  back.  Herrick  had  left  no  orders  with 
his  New  York  agent  to  forward  his  letters 
after  him  to  California,  so  there  they  had 
lain  at  Xew  York  awaiting  his  return  thither. 
He  did  not  break  the  seal  of  these  letters 
until  he  was  on  board  the  ^^  Europa,"  and  the 
disquietude  caused  by  the  latter  portion  of 
Lady  Honor's  telegram  was  beginning  to  throw 
its  shadow  over  the  bright  visions  evoked  by 
its  opening  sentence. 
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"  After  all,  Honor  is  only  a  girl,  excitable, 
impetuous,  and  wilful,  and  possibly  has 
formed  very  erroneous  opinions  on  matters 
which  are  outside  her  experience.  Here,  no 
doubt,  I  shall  find  satisfactory  solutions  to 
things  that  have  been  a  fine  puzzle  to  her," 
he  thought,  as  he  arraoged  Mr.  McGowan's 
letters  according  to  their  dates,  preparatory  to 
reading  them  in  due  order. 

But  ''  satisfactory  solutions  "  seemed  farther 
off  than  ever,  when  the  last  line  of  those 
letters  was  read. 

Letter  number  one  enlarged  discontentedly 
upon  the  theme  of  the  undesirability  of  Lord 
Southmoor's  appointment  as  trustee  to  the 
estate,  and  hinted  at  dangers  ahead. 

Letter  number  two  stated  that  the  lawyer's 
worst  fears  had  been  realised,  and  that  Lord 
Southmoor  had  inaugurated  his  trusteeship  by 
consenting  to   the  purchase  of  his   own  pro- 
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perty,  under  conditions  more  advantageous  to 
the  seller  than  to  the  buyer. 

Letter  number  three  adverted,  in  passing,  to 
Lady  Joan's  evident  reluctance  to  give  Mr. 
GaskelPs  address  in  California,  and  then  went 
on  to  relate  Mr.  McGowan's  refusal  to  conduct 
the  legal  preliminaries  connected  with  the 
purchase  of  the  Southmoor  property,  for  the 
twofold  reason  that  he  considered  the  matter 
was  being  ^'rushed  through"  in  a  most 
extraordinary  fashion ;  and  also  that  he  could 
not  conscientiously  assist  in  the  withdi^awal  of 
the  large  sum  of  money  required  for  the  pur- 
chase of  the  property,  from  its  present  satis- 
factory investments. 

But  it  was  letter  number  four  which  sent 
a  chill  to  Herrick's  heart,  and  filled  his  mind 
with  the  gravest  apprehensions. 

Mr.  McGowan  was  not  a  man  to  beat  about 
the  bush.    He  said  right  out  what  he  had  to 
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say  in  the  most  straightforward  fashion.  He 
began  this  letter  asking  if  Mr.  Gaskell  knew 
anything  of  a  man  named  Gallagher  ?  Could  he 
recall  his  name  in  any  connection  whatever  ? 
Had  he  any  reason  to  suppose  that  his  father  or 
grandfather  might  have  had  dealings  with  him  ? 
'^He  came  to  my  office,"  the  lawyer  went 
on  to  say,  ^^  requesting  that  I  would  take  up 
some  trifling  business  he  had  on  hand — the 
recovery  of  a  small  sum  of  money  which  had 
been  owing  to  him  for  years.  As  a  reference 
he  gave  the  name  of  Lady  Joan  Gaskell.  I 
soon  discovered  that  his  law  business  was  merely 
a  blind  to  get  the  entry  to  my  office,  in  order 
to  have  the  opportunity  of  putting  questions 
to  my  clerks  on  matters  connected  with  the 
Gaskell  family.  IS'aturally,  the  only  informa- 
tion he  could  obtain  from  my  clerks  was  in- 
formation that  he  might  have  picked  up  in  the 
village  street ;  with  this  difference,  however,  in- 
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formation  picked  up  in  the  village  might  have 
been  nothing  more  than  idle  gossip  ;  whereas, 
information  picked  up  at  my  office  would  be 
reliable.  In  the  circumstances,  I  thought  it 
as  well  to  make  a  few  enquiries  respecting  the 
man,  and  commisioned  my  agent  at  Liverpool 
to  find  out  all  he  could  about  him.  My 
agent's  report  has  just  come  to  hand.  In  it  he 
states  that  Thomas  Gallagher  is  a  duly 
qualified  medical  man,  with  something  of  a 
reputation  for  the  treatment  of  the  insane. 
Of  late,  however,  from  various  causes,  his 
patients  appear  to  have  fallen  off,  and  he 
has  undoubtedly  been  guilty  of  practices  which 
will  shortly  bring  him  within  the  grip  of  the 
law.  Evidence  at  the  present  moment  is 
collecting  which  will  prove  beyond  a  doubt 
that  he,  in  connection  with  another  doctor, 
has  been  guilty  of  signing  false  certificates  of 
lunacy,  and  thus  incarcerating  sane  people  in 
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asylums.  Eelatives  interested  in  the  matter 
have  paid  him  heavily  for  so  doing,  and  one  or 
two  petty  conspiracies  of  this  sort  will  shortly 
be  brought  to  light.  My  agent  wondered  that 
the  man  had  not  long  ago  bolted,  and  opined 
that  he  must  have  some  highly  remunerative 
business  on  hand  thus  to  run  so  daring  a  risk 
of  penal  servitude." 

So  far,  Herrick's  curiosity  respecting  Gal- 
laghers antecedents  was  but  vaguely  excited. 
It  was,  however,  the  concluding  sentences  of 
the  lawyer's  letter  which  sent  the  sudden  chill 
to  his  heart,  and  brought  back  to  his  mind  a 
a  rush  of  painful  memories. 

^'I  think  it  my  duty  to  tell  you,"  Mr. 
McGowan  concluded,  ^^  that  Gallagher's  en- 
quiries, made  of  one  of  my  junior  clerks,  have 
turned  entirely  upon  two  points,  viz. :  The 
will  that  your  father  made  nearly  thirty  years 
ago,  and  the  different  position  in  which  Lady 
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Joan  would  have  found  herself  had  not  old 
Mr.  Gaskell's  death  preceded  your  father's. 
Pardon  my  bluntness  in  stating  these  facts,  but 
I  think  it  right  that  you  should  be  fully 
informed  on  the  matter.'' 

Herrick,  with  something  of  a  groan,  dropped 
the  lawyer's  letter.  For  a  moment  the  bright, 
dancing  waves,  and  the  dappled  blue  sky  were 
blotted  out  by  a  picture  of  a  darkened  room, 
where  his  father  lay  stretched  upon  his  death- 
bed, his  mother  clung  in  terror  to  his  arm,  and 
the  frightened  face  of  a  nurse  showed  in  the 
doorway. 

And  instead  of  the  rush  and  plunge  of  the 
steamer,  and  dash  of  the  ocean,  there  seemed 
to  sound  in  his  ears  his  mother's  voice,  saying, 
in  an  odd,  strained  tone  : 

^^Let  there  be  no  mistake — write  down  the 
exact  hour  and  minute  at  which  old  Mr. 
Gaskell  died." 


CHAPTEE  IX. 

Hereick  had  a  rough  passage  across  the 
Atlantic.  The  ''  Europa,"  took  the  whole  of 
fourteen  days  to  make  it^  instead  of  the  ten  to 
which  she  was  pledged  by  the  advertisements 
of  her  owners. 

During  those  fourteen  days  life  came  to  a 
standstill  for  Lady  Honor,  and  she  had  to  pay 
the  penalty  for  her  neglected  cold  and  severe 
drenching  with  the  racking  pains  of  rheumatic 
fever.  Old  Dr.  Scott,  hastily  summoned, 
averred  that  in  all  his  experience  he  had  never 
before  known  rheumatic  fever  to  approximate 
so  closely  to  brain-fever,  and  he  wondered  not  a 
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little  over  the  strangeness  of  the  girl's 
delirious  fancies. 

Here  was  a  young  lady  whose  daily 
existence  must  have  rippled  on  as  smoothly 
as  any  woodland  stream,  talking  incessantly 
of  things  which  must  have  been  altogether 
outside  her  experience  ;  of  a  ^^  serpent "  which 
she  prayed  might  be  kept  from  approaching 
her;  of  one  who  was  ^^dead,  young,  and 
broken-hearted,"  and  of  ^' Eed  Sisters'' — 
whoever  they  might  be — who  she  fancied  were 
incessantly  chanting  that  dead   one's  requiem. 

The  old  doctor  and  nurses  exchanged 
glances  as  the  delirious  girl  tossed  restlessly 
on  her  bed,  and  muttered  over  what  seemed  to 
them  the  wildest  of  delusions. 

To  tell  the  truth,  a  good  deal  of  exchanging 
of  glances  and  of  whispered  confidences  was 
going  on  just  then  between  the  members  of 
the  Castle  household.      The  gardeners,    who 
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cut  the  finest  hot-house  fruit,  that  never  was 
eaten  ;  the  grooms,  who  grumbled  that  never 
an  order  was  sent  down  to  the  stables  now  for 
carriage  or  saddle-horse ;  the  housekeeper, 
who  ordered  dinners  that  were  never  graced 
by  Lady  Joan's  presence ;  ^'  my  lady's  "  own 
maid,  who  had  fine  tales  to  tell  of  restless 
nights,  and  sleeping  potions  daily  increasing 
in  strength ;  every  one,  in  short,  more  or  less 
felt  that  ^'  things "  were  not  exactly  what 
they  ought  to  be,  and  assuredly  not  what 
they  had  been  when  a  master  had  held  the 
reins,  and  laid  down  the  law  for  the  house- 
hold. 

The  more  charitably-disposed  among  the 
servants  opined  that  ^'My  lady  was  killing 
herself  with  grief  for  the  loss  of  her  husband, 
poor  dear  !  "  The  harder-hearted  ones  shook 
their  heads,  and  muttered  that  there  was 
something  behind  it  all  which  they  could  not 
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understand.  "  Those  who  live  the  longest  see 
the  most,"  they  said,  with  an  air  of  great 
wisdom ;  but  all  the  same,  they  would  be 
uncommonly  glad  when  Mr.  Herrick  came 
home. 

^'  Glad  when  Mr.  Herrick  came  home."  Dr. 
Scott  had  the  same  thought  in  his  heart,  but 
he  kept  it  to  himself,  although  heavy  anxieties 
were  pressing  upon  him  at  the  moment.  He 
knew  that  Lady  Joan's  health  was  rapidly 
giving  way — it  was  impossible  for  a  skilled 
eye  to  look  her  in  the  face  and  not  know  it — 
but  he  was  much  too  frightened  of  her  to 
dare  to  tell  her  so,  and  advise  the  calling  in  the 
aid  of  medical  skill.  More  than  once,  in  days 
gone  by,  her  grand  manner  had  nipped  in  the 
bud  his  kindly  officiousness  on  matters  con- 
nected with  her  health. 

^*  She  used  to  make  me  feel  like  a  caned 
schoolboy,    and  I've  no   mind   to   repeat  the 
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experience,"  he  reasoned,  as  he  sat  beside 
Lady  Honor's  bed,  holding  her  feverish  wrist ; 
^'but,  for  all  that,  I  heartily  wish  some  one 
were  here  to  share  responsibility  with  me. 
There's  this  young  lady,  too.  She's  in  a 
most  critical  condition.  Her  father  is  some 
hundreds  of  miles  away,  and  her  aunt  might 
just  as  well  be  with  him,  for  all  the  attention 
she  shows  the  girl.  If  she  should  succumb, 
all  blame  will  rest  on  my  shoulders." 

Lady  Honor,  however,  did  not  succumb  ; 
her  constitution  was  far  too  robust  to  give  way 
under  the  first  serious  illness  she  had  ever 
had  in  her  life.  On  the  day  before  the 
*'  Europa"  touched  at  Queenstown,  a  change 
set  in  for  the  better. 

She  awoke  early  in  the  morning,  after  a 
long  and  peaceful  night,  and  opening  wide  her 
bright,  brown  eyes,  said  to  the  nurse,  who 
sat  beside  her,  in  a  perfectly  natural  tone  : 
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"  What  is  that  noise  I  have  heard,  off  and 
on,  through  the  night  ?  It  seems  just  outside 
the  door." 

'^It^s  the  dog,  my  lady,''  answered  the 
nurse,  delighted  to  believe  that  "  serpents  " 
and  ^'  Eed  Sisters  "  were  now  to  be  things  of 
the  past,  '^  and  fine  trouble  he  has  given  us 
all  to  keep  him  out  of  the  room.  He  has 
lived  there  ever  since  your  ladyship  has  been 
ill.  He  has  brought  his  bones  and  his  biscuits 
to  eat  on  the  door-mat,  and  has  whined,  and 
howled,  and  scratched  the  door  nearly  off  its 
hinges." 

*^What,  my  dear  old  Argus,"  cried  the 
girl,  '^  oh,  let  him  in  at  once.  "What  on  earth 
possessed  you  to  keep  him  out  of  the  room  ?  " 

Then,  when  the  mastiff,  with  a  glad  bark, 
came  bounding  in,  and  thrusting  his  nose  into 
Lady  Honor's  hand,  looked  up  into  her  face 
with  eager  eyes,  the  girl's  first  remark  made 
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the  nurse  fear  tliat  her  brains  were  leaving  her 
once  more.     It  was  : 

'^  Your  eyes  are  as  like  his  as  eyes  can  be, 
Argie,  dear.  With  you  beside  me,  I  wouldn't 
give  a  thank-you  for  his  portrait.'' 

Dr.  Scott  was  right.  Lady  Joan  might  as 
well  have  been  hundreds  of  miles  away  for 
all  the  attention  she  showed  her  niece  during 
her  illness.  Possibly  no  unkindness  was 
intended  by  her ;  the  explanation  of  her  seem- 
ing heartlessness  lay  in  the  fact  that  she 
herself  was  just  then  passing  through  a 
strange  experience — an  experience  born  of  an 
over-weighted,  disordered,  and  self-absorbed 
brain,  a  brain  incapable  for  the  time  of  receiv- 
ing impressions  from  without,  and  con- 
sequently inclined  to  intensify  and  magnify 
those  received  from  within. 

On  the  day  of  her  final  interview  with 
Gallagher,    she  had   waited  with  a    feverish 


128  A  RED  SISTER. 

eagerness  for  letter  or  telegram  from  him, 
announcing  that  he  had  performed  that  part 
of  the  compact  for  which  he  had  been  paid  so 
heavy  a  fee.  Neither  came,  however;  and, 
as  the  day  wore  away,  Lady  Joan's  feverish 
eagerness  grew  upon  her.  When  night  came 
and  brought  no  news,  she  filled  in  the  silence 
with  all  sorts  of  terrors.  Gallagher  had 
turned  traitor,  and  had  denounced  her  to  the 
nearest  police  authorities,  and  the  next  thing 
would  be — ah,  she  dared  not  think  what  the 
next  thing  would  be.  Thought  became  as 
much  a  dread  to  her  as  a  positive  physical  ill 
might  be  to  one  already  sorely  tried  with 
disease.  Sleep— heavy  dreamless  sleep — was, 
she  felt,  her  only  chance  of  keeping  her  brains 
together  ;  so,  in  view  of  the  long  silent  hours 
steadily  creeping  nearer,  she  doubled  her 
sleeping  draught,  and  threw  herself,  dressed 
as  she  was,  upon  the  bed. 
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The  double  dose  of  cliloral,  however,  did 
not  have  the  effect  she  anticipated  ;  instead  of 
being  steeped  in  heaA'y  animal-like  uncon- 
sciousness, her  brain  seemed  to  be  suddenly 
endowed  with  a  marvellous  vivacity  and 
creative  energy.  As  she  lay  in  the  dim  light 
on  her  bed,  with  wide-open  staring  eyes, 
her  sumptuous  and  luxurious  surroundings 
seemed  little  by  little  to  fade  into  the  thread- 
bare and  impoverished  elegance  of  her  girl- 
hood's room  at  Southmoor.  Damask  and 
brocade  changed  into  dingy  and  faded  em- 
broideries; the  polished  marqueterie  tables 
and  chairs  gave  place  to  worm-eaten  oak, 
cracked  and  damaged  with  the  wear  of  suc- 
cessive generations ;  and,  strangest  sight  of 
all,  in  front  of  the  yellow,  badly  silvered 
glass,  which  had  done  its  best  to  turn  a  lovely 
maiden  of  eighteen  into  a  witch  of  forty, 
stood  the  maiden  herself,  slim,  pale,  thought- 
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ful,  with  hands  clasped  together,  head 
slightly  thrown  back,  and  eyes  looking  away 
into  distance,  with  a  look  in  them  which 
seemed  to  say,  ^'  I'm  \\^aiting  for  what  the 
years  will  bring  to  me." 

Lady  Joan  raised  herself  on  her  elbow,  and 
looked  aronnd  her  in  the  dimness. 

"  It  is  a  vision,"  she  murmured.  "  It  will 
presently  yanish." 

Yes,  it  was  a  yision,  and  it  did  presently 
vanish,  all,  that  is,  except  the  maiden,  the 
Joan  of  early  days.  She,  instead  of  vanishing 
with  the  worm-eaten  oak  and  faded  embroi- 
deries, remained  standing  amid  the  shining 
marqueterie  and  brocades.  Yet  not  altogether 
the  maiden,  with  the  light  of  expectancy  shin- 
ing out  of  thoughtful  eyes ;  a  statelier,  graver 
woman,  older  by  at  least  three  decades,  was 
the  Joan  who  stood  now  in  her  long,  black 
robes  before  the  mirror. 
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Lady  Joan  felt  her  blood  grow  chilled  as, 
supported  on  her  elbow  still,  she  watched  this 
second  presentment  of  her  living  self. 

^*  That  other  was  the  Joan  of  the  past ; 
but  who  is  this — me,  yet  not  me  ?  "  she  won- 
dered. 

As  if  in  answer  to  her  thought,  the  vision 
turned  and  faced  her ;  then  slowly,  step  by 
step,  drew  nearer  to  the  bed,  pausing  only 
when  within  about  a  yard  of  it. 

Lady  Joan,  although  frozen  with  terror,  as 
if  under  some  spell,  had  no  power  to  withdraw 
her  gaze.  With  eyes  which  must  have  told 
their  own  tale  of  horror,  she  looked  full  in  the 
face  of  the  thing  which  seemed,  yet  was  not, 
herself.  Not  herself,  assuredly ;  its  hair  was 
the  dark,  rich  brown,  which  had  been  hers  in 
her  husband's  time;  its  eyes,  too,  were  true 
and  clear,  and  could  give  back  look  for  look ; 
its  mouth  was  not  stern,  hard-set,  and  rigid, 
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but  a  full-lipped  mouth,  wliich  told  of  tender- 
ness as  well  as  of  strength  and  self-control. 

Lady  Joan  gazed  and  gazed  till  her  eyes 
lost  their  seeing  power.  The  room  swam 
roundj  and  she  sank  back  trembling  on  her 
pillows,  while  her  heart  seemed  to  whisper  to 
her  heart,  ''You  did  well  to  gaze  as  you  did; 
that  was  the  Joan  who  might  have  been,  but 
who  never  may  be  now." 

Thus,  with  closed  eyes,  she  lay,  till  morn- 
ing brought  the  wintry  sunlight  peeping  in 
at  her  window,  and  her  maid  knocking  at  her 
door. 

But  all  the  same,  though  her  eyes  were 
closed,  she  was  conscious  that  the  dark  figure 
had  not  left  her  side,  and  that  if  her  eyelids 
had  lifted  she  would  have  been  confronted 
once  more  with  the  Joan  who  might  have 
been,  but  who  never  would  be  now. 

The   vision   of  this   Joan,   it   seemed,   was 
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to  be  an  abiding  vision.  Again  and  again 
during  th.e  days  of  Lady  Honor's  rheumatic 
fever  did  it  make  its  appearance  at  intervals, 
growing  less  and  less  with  every  recurrence, 
until  at  length,  to  Lady  Joan's  fancy,  it 
seemed  as  much  a  part  of  her  bedroom  and 
boudoir  as  did  her  pictures  and  her  furniture. 
KX  first  the  putting  out  of  a  lamp  had  seemed 
to  be  the  signal  for  its  issuing  forth  from 
some  dark  corner :  later  on,  let  the  lamp  be 
high  or  let  the  lamp  be  low,  there  it  would 
be,  standing  beside  her  bed,  or  in  front  of  her 
mirror,  or,  if  in  her  boudoir,  seated  at  her 
writing-table,  or  standing  looking  out  of  one 
of  the  long  French  windows,  while  she  herself 
lay  prostrate  upon  the  couch. 

^'  If  I  live  long  enough,  my  brains  will 
go,"  thought  Lady  Joan,  as  day  by  day 
the  vision  seemed  to  grow  more  and  more 
real    and   living   to  her,    until    at    last,    side 
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by  side  with  it,   her  own   personality  seemed 
to  dwindle. 

All  her  daily  occupations  were  laid  on  one 
side.  Packets  of  unopened  letters  lay  upon 
her  writing-table.  Letters  from  M.  Van 
Zandt,  asking  for  tidings  of  Lady  Honor,  to 
whom  he  had  written  and  written  in  vain. 
Letters,  too,  from  Lord  Southmoor's  lawyers, 
enclosing  important  papers  for  Lady  Joan's 
signature,  and  telling  her,  in  polite  and  cir- 
cuitous language,  that  if  she  Avould  only  be 
good  enough  to  give  her  attention  to  these 
necessary  matters  of  business,  the  purchase 
of  Southmoor  could  be  completed  in  a  few  days. 

Thus,  by  a  strange  fatality,  Lady  Joan, 
with  her  own  hand,  retarded  the  doing  of  the 
one  thing  for  which  she  had  been  willing  to 
lay  crime  upon  her  soul. 

Sometimes  she  would  pull  herself  together, 
as  it  were,  seat  herself  at  her  writing-table. 
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and  take  up  that  packet  of  imopened  letters. 
Then  her  eyes  would  wander  round  the  room 
expectantly.  If  she  saw  the  shadowy  vision 
standing  at  the  window,  or  advancing  towards 
her  from  a  distant  corner  the  letters  would  be 
laid  down  again,  she  would  lean  back  in  her 
chair,  and  with  eyes  that  seemed  spellbound 
and  fascinated,  she  would  watch  the  move- 
ments of  the  thing  that  was  and  yet  was  not 
herself,  until  it  vanished.  If,  on  the  other 
hand,  as  she  looked  around  her,  the  mysterious 
shape  did  not  appear,  the  expectancy  in  her 
mind,  the  wonder,  "  Where  is  it  ?  When  will 
it  come  ?  "  equally  prevented  concentration  of 
thought  on  any  other  subject.  After  a  time 
her  frame  of  mind  grew  to  be  constantly 
expectant  and  wondering.  If  the  shape  were 
present,  her  thought  was,  ^^How  near  will 
it  come  this  time  ?  Will  it  touch  my  hand — 
my  cheek?    How  long  will  it  stay?    What 
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will  it  do  next  ?"  If,  however,  as  she  threw 
herself  wearily  on  her  bed,  the  dark  form  was 
nowhere  to  be  seen,  her  thought  would  be, 
"  I  wonder  if  ^  it '  is  seated  at  my  writing- 
table  in  my  boudoir  downstairs,  and  what  '  it ' 
is  doing  with  my  papers  ?  "  Or  if  she  reclined 
languidly  on  her  couch  in  her  boudoir,  and 
the  room  seemed  empty  of  the  dark  shape, 
her  wonder  would  be,  "  What  is  ^  it '  doing  in 
my  room  upstairs  now,  I  wonder  ?  Is  ^  it ' 
seated  in  my  easy-chair,  or  standing  looking 
at  itself  in  my  mirror  ?  " 

Only  on  one  occasion,  and  this  was  the  last 
on  which  it  appeared  to  her,  did  she  ever  see 
the  shadowy  form  anywhere  else  than  in  her 
bedroom  or  her  boudoir,  and  that  was  one 
morning  as  she  was  leaving  her  bedroom  on 
the  upper  floor.  To  her  fancy  the  stately 
figure  stood  awaiting  her  at  the  head  of  the 
stairs  in  the  gallery,   and,  as  she  advanced, 
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s^vept  rapidly  before  her  down  the  staircase. 
Lady  Joan  felt  that  wherever  it  led  she  must 
follow,  though  it  might  be  into  an  open  grave. 
The  figure  seemed  to  her  to  lead  the  way 
across  the  hall  to  the  corridor  leading  off  it,  into 
which  she  knew  only  too  well  opened  old  Mr. 
GaskelPs  suite  of  rooms.  These  rooms,  by  her 
orders,  had,  ever  since  the  old  gentleman's 
death,  been  kept  locked  from  one  end  to  the 
other.  Yet  to  her  fancy  the  dark  shape  paused 
for  a  moment  at  the  door  of  the  first  of  the 
suite  of  rooms,  then  disappeared,  leaving  the 
impression  on  her  mind  that  it  had  passed  in. 

All  tremulous  and  shivering,  she  sought  to 
follow ;  but  no,  neither  door  nor  handle  would 
yield. 

^'  My  lady,"  said  the  housekeeper,  who 
chanced  to  be  coming  along  the  corridor, 
'-^  shall  I  fetch  the  keys  ?  The  doors  of  these 
rooms  are  all  locked." 
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^'  Locked  !  "  repeated  Lady  Joan,  beating 
with  her  hands  against  the  closed  door ;  ^'  who 
says  they  are  locked?  Some  one  has  just 
passed  in." 

''The  butler  has  the  keys,  my  lady,  shall 
I  fetch  him  ?  You  know,  my  lady,  that  you 
gave  them  to  him  yourself,"  remonstrated  the 
housekeeper.  Then  the  white,  fixed  look  on 
Lady  Joan's  face  startled  and  scared  her. 
''My  lady,  pray  come  away,"  she  pleaded, 
"you  are  not  well  enough  to  stand  the  open- 
ing of  these  rooms  to-day." 

"  Locked  !  Locked,  never  to  be  opened  !  " 
murmured  Lady  Joan,  leaning  half-fainting 
against  the  oak  panels. 

After  this  the  whisperings  in  the  Castle 
household  grew  louder  and  more  frequent, 
and  one  and  all  were  agreed  that  it  would 
be  a  day  of  rejoicing  when  Mr.  Herrick  came 
home  and  commenced  his  reign. 


CHAPTEE  X. 

Heerick's  apprehensions,  called  into  being  by 
Mr.  McGowan's  letter,  kept  tbeir  claw  npon 
him,  like  some  evil  bird  of  prey  upon  its 
victim,  while  the  Europa  plunged  over  the 
Atlantic  waves,  or  wallowed  helplessly  in  their 
troughs. 

To  tell  the  truth,  he  had  but  little  chance 
of  shaking  off  those  apprehensions.  The 
terrors  we  dare  not  face  and  fight  are  those 
that  hold  us  longest  in  thrall ;  and  assuredly 
Mr.  McGowan's  letter  had  awakened  terrors 
that  nothing  short  of  the  sternest  necessity 
could  bring  a  man  to  face. 
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This  young  man,  who  combined  the  higher 
qualities  of  the  money-maker — those  of  clear 
insight,  method,  and  grip — with  the  courage 
and  capacity  for  rule  supposed  to  be  the 
special  gifts  of  the  gods  to  those  of  patrician 
birth,  suddenly  found  himself  in  a  dilemma 
that  he  was  as  powerless  to  meet  or  to  avoid  as 
any  clod  of  earth  in  a  ploughed  field. 

When  the  Europa  sighted  Queenstown,  it 
was  with  a  gigantic  effort  that  he  pulled  him- 
self together,  and  said,  ^'This  day,  at  least, 
shall  be  marked  with  a  white  stone  in  my 
calendar,"  cajoling  himself  into  the  belief  that 
the  '^everything"  which  M.  Yan  Zandt  had 
to  relate  would  be  all  of  a  piece  with  the 
glad  thought  in  his  heart,  that  before  the 
day  was  over  he  would  hold  his  darling  in 
his  arms  again. 

Beside  this  thought,  naturally  enough,  the 
terrors   which   had  haunted    him  throughout 
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the  voyage  paled  and  grew  misty,  and  tie  was 
fain  to  persuade  himself  that  they  owed  their 
origin  to  a  series  of  hideous  misconceptions 
which  a  clear  head  —  such,  for  example,  as 
his  would  be  when  his  Lois  had  been  given 
back  to  him — would  set  straight  in  half  an 
hour. 

His  feelings  towards  M.  Yan  Zandt  had 
increased  in  warmth  as  the  days  had  gone 
by,  until  now,  as  he  weighed  the  possible 
services  her  lover  had  rendered  Honor  in  her 
search  for  Lois,  he  was  prepared  to  hold  out 
his  hand  to  him  as  his  cousin's  suitor.  With 
the  marriage  which  he  himself  intended 
making  before  his  eyes,  he  could  not  in  reason 
pass  a  very  harsh  judgment  upon  Lady 
Honor's  choice. 

^'It  is  utterly  absurd,"  he  thought,  '^for 
people  to  set  the  accidents  of  birth  and  rank 
above  the  higher  moral  and  intellectual  quali- 
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ties.  My  mother  must  be  made  to  see  the 
matter  in  a  right  light.'' 

It  was  characteristic  that  Lord  Southmoor's 
paternal  claims  in  this  connection  did  not 
receive  a  second  thought  from  him,  he 
having  long  since  decided  that  '-''  my  lord's  " 
intellectual  qualities  fell  little  short  of 
idiotcy. 

Lady  Honor's  description  of  M.  Van  Zandt 
had  not  led  Herrick  to  form  an  exaggerated 
estimate  of  his  personal  beauty,  and  when,  as 
the  ^'Europa"  touched  at  Queenstown,  a 
middle-aged  man,  poorly  dressed,  with  stooping 
shoulders,  and  hair  going  from  brown  to  grey, 
came  on  board,  he  was  quite  prepared  to 
greet  him  as  M.  Van  Zandt.  He  fancied  he 
would  have  been  able  to  identify  him  as  Lady 
Honor's  suitor,  even  if  M.  Van  Zandt  had  not 
sent  to  him  by  the  ship's  steward,  together 
with   his  card,    a    telegram  from  the   young 
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lady  herself.  This  was  addressed  to  M.  Van 
Zandt,  and  ran  simply  thus  : 

'^  Do  not  be  uneasy  about  me.  I  have  been 
ill.  I  am  now  quite  well,  and  beg  of  you  on 
no  account  to  leave  your  post  till  Herrick 
arrives." 

Lady  Honor  had  credited  her  lover  with 
possessing  '^the  truest  eyes  in  the  world." 
Herrick  was  quite  ready  to  endorse  her  state- 
ment when  he  shook  hands  with  the  Belgian 
drawing-master. 

They  were,  however,  troubled  eyes  this 
morning,  and  as  Herrick  looked  down  into 
them  from  his  superior  height,  it  seemed  to 
him  that  they  were  misty  and  dim,  as  a  man's 
might  be  with  tears  kept  back  by  a  strong  will. 

"  It's  the  glare  of  sunlight  and  sea  together," 
thought  Herrick.  And  then,  all  eagerness  to 
get  ashore,  he  at  once  signalled  to  one  of  the 
sailors  to  follow  him  with  his  luggage. 
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^'  To  therej"  said  M.  Yan  Zandt,  pointing 
to  the  written  address  on  his  card,  and  not 
daring  to  trust  his  lij^s  to  pronounce  the  very- 
Irish  designation,  '-'-  Murtough's  Hotel.'' 

''Why,  yes,  for  the  luggage;  but  of  course 
we  can  take  a  car  at  once  for  the — the  con- 
vent," answered  Herrick,  not  wishing  to 
lengthen  by  five  minutes  the  separation  which 
he  had  already  found  so  hard  to  endure. 

M.  Van  Zandt  looked  at  him  sorrowfully. 

''  My  friend,  come  with  me — a  quiet  room" 
he  said,  in  his  broken  English.  And  then 
even  that  failed  him,  and  all  he  could  find  to 
say  was,  ''  II  faut,  il  faut  I  " 

It  was  still  harder  for  him  to  find  words, 
ten  minutes  later,  when  he  found  himself  alone 
with  Herrick  in  that  quiet  room. 

''After  all,  there  is  a  silence  more  elo~ 
quent  than  words,"  he  thought,  "  that  will 
tell  him  best." 
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So  Herrick  had  to  say  twice  over,  ^'M.  Yan 
Zandt,  I  am  all  attention."  And  yet  never  a 
word  escaped  M.  Yan  Zandt' s  lips,  only  the 
sorrow  and  pity  in  his  eyes  seemed  to  deepen 
as  he  steadily  looked  the  young  man  in  the 
face. 

Then  Herrick  took  fright. 

*^  If  you  have  bad  news  to  tell  me,  tell  it 
at  once,  for  Heaven's  sake,  and  be  done  with 
it,"  he  said,  almost  fiercely. 

But  still  M.  Yan  Zandt  did  not  speak. 

^' Is  she  ill — tell  me?"  said  Herrick,  his 
fears  increasing  upon  him. 

Then  M.  Yan  Zandt  laid  his  hand  on  his 
arm. 

*^  My  poor,  poor  friend,"  he  said,  gently. 

Herrick' s  face  changed. 

"Is  she — dead  ?  "  he  stammered,  hoarsely. 

And  now  M.  Yan  Zandt' s  silence  told  him 
the  truth. 

VOL.  in.  L 
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If  a  cycle  can  be  lived  through  in  the  '^  tick 
of  one  moment,"  Herrick  lived  through  that 
cycle  then. 

He  looked  white,  stunned,  dazed.  Then 
he  said,  feebly,  faintly,  as  if  his  voice  had  aged 
with  his  heart : 

^^Tell  me  all  you  have  to  tell ;  but  tell  it 
quickly,  for  Heaven's  sake !  " 

M.  Van  Zandt,  knowing  what  torture 
his  imperfect  English  would  inflict  on  his 
agonised  listener,  complied  with  Herrick' s 
request  by  spreading  Mdlle.  Melanie — ''Aunt 
Melanie  " — Yan  Zandt' s  letter  before  him,  and 
bidding  him  read  it. 

This  letter  was  in  efl'ect  the  repetition  in 
detail  of  the  mournful  story  which  M.  Yan 
Zandt  had  already  communicated  in  outline 
to  Lady  Honor.  It  was  a  lengthy  epistle; 
but  throughout  was  written  in  simple  unidio- 
matic    French  that  a   school-girl   could  have 
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read  with  ease.  Herrick,  however,  took  long 
to  read  it,  for  his  brain  felt  benumbed,  and  all 
but  incapable  of  grasping  the  fact  that  the 
Sister  Heloise,  whose  saintliness  Mdlle.  Yan 
Zandt  lauded  enthusiastically,  was  the  golden- 
haired  darling  he  had  held  in  his  arms,  vow- 
ing that  nothing  in  life  should  wrench  her 
from  him. 

The  letter  took  up  the  narrative  at  the 
point  where  Sister  Hdloise  had  been  brought 
to  the  convent  by  a  priest,  a  certain  Father 
Elliot,  who,  the  writer  said,  appeared  to  take 
the  deepest  interest  in  the  girl,  concerning 
whom  he  gave  minute  instructions  to  the 
Mother  Superior.  On  account  of  her  delicacy 
of  health,  all  sorts  of  indulgences  were  to  be 
allowed  to  her,  and  her  religious  duties  were  in 
every  possible  way  to  be  lightened.  The  girl, 
however,  was  no  sooner  within  the  convent 
walls    than    that    which    Mdlle.    Yan    Zandt 
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designated  her  saintliness  of  temperament  de- 
clared itself.  She  outshone  the  nuns  alike  in 
her  devotions  and  in  her  penances,  rigorously 
excluding  from  her  daily  life  everything  that 
savoured  of  relaxation,  even  that  lawfully 
allowed  to  the  Sisters.  Her  deep  sadness  and 
great  depression  of  spirit  seemed  to  grow  upon 
her  as  the  days  went  by,  and  it  soon  became 
apparent  to  the  Mother  Superior  that  it  would 
not  be  long  before  Sister  H^loise  would  be  called 
upon  to  reap  the  rewards  of  her  sanctity  in 
another  world.  l!^ either  the  Mother  nor  the 
nuns,  however,  anticipated  the  end  to  be  so 
near  as  in  reality  it  was,  and  the  young  girl's 
death  had  been  a  terrible  shock  to  them  all. 
Missing  Sister  Heloise  from  her  accustomed 
place  at  five  o'clock  prayers  one  morning,  a 
nun  was  sent  to  her  cell  in  search  of  her,  and 
there  found  her  lying  on  her  bed  in  a  dying 
condition.      They  had  hastily  summoned  the 
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father  confessor  of  the  convent,  a  certain 
Father  O'Halloran,  who  was  pastor  of  a  small 
church  about  a  mile  and  a  half  distant.  He 
had  administered  the  last  rites  of  the  Church 
to  the  girl,  and  within  an  hour  she  had  passed 
away.  Neither  to  this  priest,  nor  to  any  one 
else,  had  Sister  Heloise  expressed  a  wish  of 
any  sort,  nor  had  she  left  any  message  to  be 
communicated  to  her  friends.  Her  whole  soul 
had  seemed  to  be  absorbed  in  her  vocation,  and 
Father  O'Halloran  believed  firmly  that  she  had 
no  wish  or  aspiration  outside  it.  Two  days  after 
her  death  she  had  been  buried  in  the  convent 
graveyard,  no  friends  having  come  forward  to 
express  a  wish  to  the  contrary.  Mdlle.  Yan 
Zandt  ended  her  letter  with  the  pious  hope 
that  the  friends  of  Sister  Heloise,  who  were 
instituting  the  present  inquiries  respecting  her, 
would  rejoice  that  one  so  evidently  designed 
to  be  a  great  saint  had  found  her  calling. 
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As  authority  for  the  facts  she  had  stated, 
Mdlle.  Van  Zandt  gave  the  name  of  Pere 
Antoine,  father  confessor  to  the  Sacramentines 
at  Ghent,  who,  she  said,  was  on  terms  of  the 
closest  intimacy  with  Father  O'Halloran.  In 
a  postscript  to  her  letter,  she  added  that  this 
Father  O'Halloran  had  written  to  Pere 
Antoine,  saying  that  although  the  rules  of  her 
Order  would  prevent  the  mother- superior  of 
the  convent  of  Saint  Alphonse  from  receiving 
visits  of  a  secular  character,  yet  if  any  friends 
or  relatives  of  Sister  Heloise  would  like  to 
visit  her  grave,  they  need  only  mention  his 
name,  or  that  of  Pere  Antoine,  and  they  would 
at  once  be  admitted  by  the  porteress,  a  Sister 
of  a  less  austere  Order,  to  the  convent 
cemetery. 

Herrick  read  to  the  last  syllable  of  the 
letter,  the  dazed,  stricken  look  on  his  face 
deepening. 
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In  good  truth,  a  man  in  full  health  read- 
ing what  purported  to  be  the  record  of  his 
own  death  and  burial,  could  scarcely  have 
found  the  narrative  more  difficult  to  realise 
than  did  this  young  man  to  give  credence  to 
the  facts  which  identified  the  devout  and 
sorrowful  Sister  Heloise  with  his  loving, 
tremulous,  child-like  Lois. 

He  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  covering  his 
eyes  with  one  hand.  There  rose  up  before 
him  a  picture  of  a  stately  avenue  of  beeches, 
of  a  great  sea  of  green  sward,  marked  with 
heavy  blots  of  shadows  cast  by  a  blazing, 
cloudless  sun,  of  a  golden-haired  girl  with  a 
bunch  of  field-flowers  in  her  hand,  of  a  young 
man  whom  he  could  scarcely  think  of  as  him- 
self, so  full  was  he  of  life,  hope,  and  vigour, 
bending  over  her  with  words  of  passionate  love 
upon  his  lips.  Then  suddenly,  sharply,  through 
the  autumn  stillness  of  the  afternoon,   there 
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seemed  to  sound  in  his  ears  once  more  the 
tolling  of  a  summoning  church  bell. 

A  great  cry  of  agony  arose  to  his  lips.  He 
stifled  it.  ^' Where  was  the  use?''  he  asked 
himself,  bitterly.  As  well  might  a  child's  ball 
tossed  in  the  air  cry  out  against  the  laws  of 
gravitation  which  brought  it  to  the  ground, 
or  the  thistle-down  rebel  against  the  winds 
which  carried  it  hither  and  thither  at  will. 
Life  ended  for  him  that  day — that  hour;  that 
was  all. 

"  My  poor  friend !  "  said  M.  Yan  Zandt. 
laying  his  hand  on  Herrick's  shoulder. 

The  young  man  withdrew  his  hand  from  his 
eyes.  They  glowed  and  burned,  but  there  was 
never  a  tear  in  them. 

''Why  pity  me!"  he  said,  in  hard,  dry 
tones.     ''  N'othing  in  life  can  hurt  me  now." 

M.  Yan  Zandt' s  vocabulary  was  too  limited 
to  admit  of  his  playing  the  part  of  comforter 


A   RED  SISTER.  153 

efficiently.  All  tie  could  find  to  say — still  with 
his  hand  on  Herrick's  shoulder — was:  ^'You 
are  so  young,  my  friend — ah,  so  young  !  " 

^'  Am  I  ?  "  was  the  whole  of  Herrick's  reply, 
spoken  scornfully,  defiantly;  and  then  there 
fell  a  silence  between  them  once  more. 

The  voice  and  the  dry,  glowing  eyes 
frightened  M.  Van  Zandt.  Here  was  a 
desperate  man  in  a  desperste  mood,  not  a 
doubt.  Better  floods  of  tears,  a  storm  of 
passionate  declamation,  than  dry- eyed,  stony 
grief  like  this. 

"You  will  go  see  her  grave  in  the 
cemetery  ?"  he  said,  presently,  of  purpose 
emphasizing  the  cruel  words. 

A  change  passed  over  Herrick's  face;  the 
fire  died  out  of  his  eyes. 

"It  is  two  hours  to  drive  there;  I  have 
ordered  voiture  with  two  horse,"  went  on  M. 
Yan  Zandt. 
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Herrick  rose  impetuously  to  his  feet. 

''  Leave  me  alone — for  Heaven's  sake  leave 
me  to  myself  for  five  minutes,"  lie  said, 
hoarsely. 

M.  Van  Zandt  rose  immediately,  and  left 
the  room. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

The  short  winter's  day  was  drawing  to  a  close 
when  Herrick's  and  M.  Yan  Zandt's  two 
hours'  drive  across  country  came  to  an  end  at 
the  foot  of  the  range  of  hills  on  which  stood 
the  convent  of  the  Eed  Sisters.  It  had  been 
a  long,  dreary  drive.  M.  Yan  Zandt  prayed 
that,  to  the  end  of  his  life,  he  might  never 
again  be  called  upon  to  go  through  such 
another  two  hours  of  silence  and  gloom. 

The  instinct  which  makes  a  man  veil  his 
face  before  an  overmastering  sorrow  was 
strong  upon  Herrick,  and  for  the  greater 
part  of  the  way  he  had  leaned  forward  with 
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elbows  on  his  knees,  his  head  bowed  on  his 
hands. 

M.  Van  Zandt,  to  break  the  dead  monotony 
of  the  drive,  had  occasionally  broken  into 
voluble  and  vehement  French.  He  was  care- 
ful, however,  that  it  should  be  French  as  pro- 
vincial and  idiomatic  as  he  could  make  it. 
^^Then,"  thought  the  kind-hearted  man,  ^' if 
he  doesn't  wish  to  answer,  he  need  not  wake 
up  his  brains  to  understand  me." 

And  Herrick  did  not  ^^  wake  up  his  brains  " 
to  understand  idiomatic  French  or  anything 
else.  Creation,  for  the  nonce,  was  a  blank  to 
him.  What  little  of  reasoning  power  was  left 
to  him  was  absorbed  in  the  endeavour  to 
realise  that  his  golden-haired,  blue-eyed  dar- 
ling lay,  in  a  nun's  veil  and  habit,  in  a  convent 
grave. 

'^  Thou  hast  beaten  me  with  all  Thy 
storms,"  was    the    cry  wrung    from    David's 
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heart  when  crushed  by  overwhelming  sorrow. 
To  Herrick's  fancy  not  only  had  he  been 
beaten  with  ''all  Thy  storms,"  but  creation 
had  been  taxed  to  furnish  new  and  unknown 
tempests  with  which  to  buffet  him ;  for  surely 
never,  since  man  had  been  man,  had  three 
short  months  of  life  held  such  a  record  of 
''  mourning,  lamentation,  and  woe." 

Their  road  had  lain  in  a  westerly  direction 
from  Queenstown.  During  the  last  few  miles 
of  their  drive  hamlets  had  grown  to  be  farther 
and  farther  apart,  outlying  farmhouses  had 
ceased  to  break  the  monotony  of  the  land- 
scape. The  road  had  steadily  wound  upwards, 
growing  narrow  and  narrower  with  every 
quarter- mile  they  covered,  until  at  length  the 
curly-headed,  ruddy-faced  Irishman  who  drove 
their  waggonette  pulled  up,  and  told  them 
that  they  had  best  make  the  rest  of  their 
journey  on  foot,  for  the  path  was  now  little 
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more  than  a  sheep-walk,  winding  round  the 
hills. 

A  great  green,  treeless  stretch  of  country 
surrounded  them  on  three  sides,  on  the  fourth 
the  rocky  hills  bounded  their  horizon.  Behind 
these  the  sun  had  just  disappeared.  The  blue 
of  the  wintry  sky  was  fading  rapidly  now  into 
the  silvery  grey  of  twilight.  Shadows  there 
were  none,  and  every  object  far  and  near 
stood  out  boldly,  vividly,  in  the  cold  clear 
light  with  which  the  whole  landscape  was,  so 
to  speak,  saturated.  Every  brown,  rushy 
tussock,  which  broke  the  greenness  of  the 
miles  of  bog  lying  right  and  left  of  the  road 
they  had  just  quitted,  could  have  been  counted 
and  catalogued,  as  well  also  as  every  crag  and 
tuiTct  of  the  steep,  stark  hills,  which  turned 
the  dome  of  sky  in  front  of  them  into  a  wall- 
supported  ceiling. 

Halfway  up  one  of  the  steepest  and  stoniest 
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of  these  hills  the  grey  of  the  convent  walls 
showed  hard  and  crude  against  the  tenderer 
grey-green  of  the  weather-beaten  hillside.  Of 
the  convent  itself  little  was  to  be  seen ;  a 
turret  or  gable,  showing  here  and  there  above 
the  wall  at  unequal  distances,  however,  led 
one  to  conjecture  that  it  must  be  a  long,  low- 
roofed  building,  or  perhaps  succession  of 
buildings. 

As  they  mounted  higher  they  could  catch 
the  glint  of  a  gilded  cross,  which  possibly 
surmounted  the  convent  chapel.  I^ot  a  sound 
far  or  near,  never  so  much  as  distant  sheep - 
bell  or  flutter  of  bird,  broke  the  stillness  of 
the  winter  landscape.  Few  words  passed 
between  the  two  men  ;  but  every  one  of 
Herrick's  weary,  lagging  footsteps  seemed 
to  say  what,  in  reality,  was  the  thought  of 
his  heart,  ^^  I  am  going  to  a  grave — the  grave 
of  the  girl  I  have  loved  better  than  life  itself.'^ 
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In  very  truth  this  was  the  one  thought 
which,  with  every  step  he  took,  he  was  trying 
to  beat  into  his  brain :  '^  I  am  going  to  stand 
beside  a  grave  and  say  to  myself,  *  my  darling 
lies  there  sleeping  her  last  sleep.'  " 

The  effort  was  futile.  It  would  have  been 
far  easier  for  him  to  persuade  himself  that, 
bright-eyed  and  golden-haired  as  ever,  in  her 
white  frock  and  big  sun  hat,  she  would  pre- 
sently emerge  from  those  grey  convent  walls, 
and  come  forward  to  greet  him  with  tender, 
loving  words,  as  of  yore. 

With  every  upward  step  they  took  the 
silence  around  them  seemed  to  intensify. 
There  were  no  signs  of  human  life  anywhere, 
nor  so  much  as  a  whisper  of  wind  to  set  the 
light  clouds  overhead  sailing  across  the  silvery 
sky. 

It  was  a  twofold  silence.  On  the  right 
hand  the  restful  stillness  of  the  valley,  on  the 
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left  the  enforced  stillness  of  the  convent. 
Here  on  one  side  was  [N'ature  bowing  her  head 
to  a  great  physical  law,  the  law  which  bids 
rest  to  follow  labour,  night  to  follow  day, 
winter  to  follow  spring — a  law  with  which 
every  blade  of  grass,  every  buzzing  fly,  or 
light-winged  bird  was  thoroughly  in  accord. 
There  on  the  other  was  a  full  tide  of  human 
life,  of  human  love,  hope,  dread,  stemmed  at 
its  flood  and  stricken  into  silence  by  an 
arbitrary,  dogmatic  fiat,  to  which  no  parallel 
could  be  found  in  the  natural  world. 

The  silence  of  the  convent  was,  however, 
presently  to  be  broken.  As  they  stood  imme- 
diately under  the  grey  walls,  and  M.  Van 
Zandt  had  lifted  his  hand  to  ring  the  bell 
which  hung  by  a  chain  beside  an  iron-studded 
door,  there  came  a  sudden  burst  of  soft 
music. 

''It    is   the   Benediction  that  they  sing,'^ 

VOL.  III.  M 
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said  M.  Yan  Zandt,  and  good  Catliolic  that  lie 
was,  he  at  once  lifted  his  hat,  went  down  on 
his  knees  in  the  gritty  road,  and  began  saying 
his  prayers. 

!N"ot  so  Herrick,  he  was  in  no  mood  for 
either  reverence  or  prayer.  Benediction,  was 
it  ?  To  him  it  sounded  more  like  a  wail,  a 
cry  wrung  from  human  souls  for  the  sweet 
things  in  life,  which  somehow  they  had  let 
slip  from  their  clasp  :  for  the  human  hopes 
and  loves  which  they  had  flung  on  one  side 
ere  they  had  tasted  their  fulness. 

The  soft  voices  of  the  Eed  Sisters  rose  and 
fell,  and  rose  again.  Herrick  turned  his  back 
on  good  M.  Yan  Zandt  at  his  prayers,  and 
went  wandering  along  the  narrow  pathway. 

Twilight  was  deepening  rapidly  now,  the 
green  all  round  was  changing  into  blackish 
grey,  the  lustre  in  the  sky  was  dying  out. 
Herrick  wandered  along  beside  what  seemed 
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to  him  an  interminable  length  of  wall.  The 
nuns'  voices  seemed  to  haunt  and  follow  him 
step  by  step  as  he  went.  Word  for  word  he 
could  hear  their  solemn  chant.  The  ^^  0 
Salutaris  Hostia"  had  ceased  now,  and  in  a 
soft  minor  key  they  were  chanting  their  ^^  Salve 
Eegina."  The  melody  was  arrestive ;  he  paused, 
leaning  for  a  moment  against  the  rough  stone 
wall. 

To  stand  still  for  a  moment  was  to  gather 
his  mantle  of  sorrow  around  him.  In  that 
sweet,  soft- voiced  choir,  not  so  very  long  ago, 
a  softer,  sweeter  voice  than  any  there  had 
joined.  Lois  had  wailed  her  heart  out  there 
as  those  others  were  wailing  now,  wailed  over 
the  grave  which  lay  behind  her — the  grave  of 
youth,  hope,  love — stretching  out  her  hands 
to  the  grave  which  lay  before  her,  as  the  best 
hiding-place  for  her  broken  heart  and  weary 
spirit. 
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Dimmer  and  darker  grew  the  twiliglit ; 
more  slowly,  more  solemnly,  rose  and  fell  the 
voices  of  the  Eed  Sisters.  Herrick  felt  the 
numbness,  the  torpor,  lifting  from  his  brain, 
his  marble-cold  heart  was  yielding.  He 
leaned  his  brow  against  the  rough  wall,  and 
tears,  such  as  he  had  never  in  his  life  shed 
before,  forced  themselves  from  beneath  his 
smarting  eyelids. 

Presently  the  creaking  of  the  convent  gate, 
as  it  swung  back  heavily,  and  the  sounds  of 
footsteps  in  approach,  made  him  look  up.  "Was 
it  M.  Yan  Zandt,  and  perhaps  the  porteress  of 
the  convent,  coming  to  summon  him  to  Sister 
H^loise's  grave,  he  wondered.  No,  there  was 
the  pious  M.  Yan  Zandt  kneeling  still  in  the 
gritty  road,  and  evidently  rejoicing  heart  and 
soul  in  the  service. 

But  these  —  who  were  they,  approaching 
with  slow,  even  tread  under  the  shadow  of 
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the  high  wall  ?  A  tall,  dark  man  of  dignified 
carriage ;  a  slight  girl  clad  in  the  black  dress, 
not  of  a  nun  but  of  a  nursing  sister. 

Herrick  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  hands. 
^^I  cannot  see — the  twilight  bewilders  me — 
my  eyes  are  misty,"  he  thought  as  he  made 
one  step  forward,  then  stood  motionless,  petri- 
fied, thinking  that  his  brains  were  leaving 
him.  The  man  and  the  girl  drew  nearer.  It 
was  easy  to  see  that  the  man  was  a  priest 
elderly,  grave,  dignified.  But  the  girl ! 
Herrick' s  heart  seemed  to  stand  still,  his  lips 
parted,  but  no  sound  would  issue  forth.  For 
beneath  the  prim,  neat  bonnet,  he  had  caught 
the  gleam  of  golden  hair  and  of  deep  blue 
eyes,  and  though  the  face  was  pale  and 
changed  and  wan  since  last  he  had  looked  on 
it,  there  was  no  need  to  tell  him  that  it  was 
the  face  of  Lois  White. 


CHAPTEE  XII. 

Those  ancient  hills,  in  the  old  days  of  rough 
chivalry  and  fierce  fighting,  must  have 
frowned  down  on  many  a  drama  of  passionate 
love-making  and  reckless  blood-shedding, 
but  they  never  threw  their  shadow  athwart 
a  more  pathetic  meeting  and  greeting  than 
that  of  Herrick  and  Lois.  For  a  moment  they 
stood  silent,  looking  each  into  the  other's  face, 
then  Herrick  seized  the  girl's  hands  passion- 
ately, and,  looking  down  into  her  eyes, 
stammered  —  not  the  vehement  words  of 
greeting  a  man  might  be  supposed  to  utter  in 
the     circumstances,     but     simply     '^  "Why  ? 
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Wliy  ? "  and  then  broke  off,  saying  nothing 
at  all.  In  good  truth  his  heart  was  over- 
strung, his  brain  over-charged,  and  feeling  of 
any  sort  was  for  the  moment  less  a  joy  than  a 
pain. 

Lois  also  did  not  flush  into  the  gladness 
such  a  meeting  might  naturally  be  supposed 
to  evoke.  She  turned  marble-white,  her  eyes 
grew  troubled.  She  looked  at  the  priest 
standing  a  yard  or  so  apart. 

"How  shall  I  tell  him?  How  is  it  pos- 
sible?" she  said,  faintly. 

Father  Elliot's  answer,  given  with  a  gravity 
which  deepened  into  solemnity  with  its  final 
words,  told  Herrick  that  he  and  pain  were  not 
yet  to  part  company.     It  was  : 

"  Xot  here,  not  now,  but  by-and-by,  alone 
and  in  quiet,  I  will  tell  him  the  whole  truth. 
Let  him  make  his  heart  strong  to  hear  it.'' 

Herrick  felt  his  brain  grow  dizzy  with  fore- 
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bodings.  Time  to  speak  them  was  not  to  be 
given  him.  M.  Yan  Zandt,  his  prayers  ended 
now,  came  swooping  down  upon  them  "with  a 
roulade  of  questions  in  an  odd  commingling 
of  French  and  English.  The  name  Sister 
Heloise  repeated  very  often,  gave  Father  Elliot 
a  clue  to  his  meaning. 

"This  is  Miss  White,"  said  the  priest,  by 
way  of  explanation.  ^^  She  came  over  this 
afternoon  with  me  from  the  children's  hospital 
at  Sandyford — where  she  is  working — in  order 
to  lay  her  wreath  upon  the  grave  of  Sister 
Hdloise."  Then  he  turned  to  Herri ck. 
^^  Sister  Heloise,  Lucy  Harwood  that  is,  was 
a  young  girl  in  whom  I  took  the  deepest 
interest.  Her  vocation  was  the  religious  life, 
and  it  brought  her  the  happiness  she  had 
sought  for  in  vain  in  the  world.  Come,  let  us 
descend  the  hill ;  I  will  tell  you  her  story  as 
we  go  along." 
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Movement  came  as  a  relief  to  all.  M.  Yan 
Zandt  was  in  a  perfect  delirium  of  delight. 
Ten  years  seemed  suddenly  lifted  off  his 
shoulders.  He  broke  into  all  sorts  of  odd, 
ecstastic  expressions;  and  then,  in  his  queer 
mongrel  dialect,  reiterated  again  and  again 
how  delighted  his  Honor  would  be  to  hear  the 
glad  tidings.  As  for  Father  Elliot,  his  voice, 
his  manner,  showed  that  he  was  strangely  dis- 
turbed. He  had  needed  no  introduction  to 
Herrick.  To  look  at  him  was  to  see  a  vision  of 
the  Joan  of  the  days  gone  by :  to  conjure  up  a 
picture  of  a  Joan  with  more  warmth  and  colour 
of  face,  perhaps,  than  the  real  Joan  had  ever 
owned  to,  and  with  a  truer,  clearer  light  in  her 
eyes :  but  all  the  same  of  a  Joan  who  had  won 
his  heart,  then  crushed  it  and  flung  it  from  her. 

Herrick  did  not  hear  the  story  of  Sister 
Heloise,  for  the  very  natural  reason  that  side 
by  side  with  Lois    once  more,  he  wished  to 
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hear  no  voice  but  hers.  The  two  walked  on 
ahead  down  the  stony  pathway,  leaving  the 
priest  and  M.  Yan  Zandt  to  follow. 

^' Those  who  don't  know  how  to  keep 
deserve  to  lose/'  Herrick  said,  as  he  held  her 
hand  tightly  in  his  own.  ^^  I  never  again  trust 
you  for  five  minutes  out  of  my  sight." 

Then  questions  came  in  a  rush  to  his  lips : 
^^  What  had  scared  her?  Why  had  she  fled? 
Where  had  she  been  ?  What  had  she  been 
doing  during  the  bitter  months  of  separa- 
tion ?  " 

Lois' s  sad  face,  as  she  put  on  one  side  all 
his  questions  unanswered  save  the  last  two, 
seemed  to  reiterate  the  words  of  the  priest : 
'^  Let  him  make  his  heart  strong  to  hear  the 
truth." 

To  the  last  two  of  his  questions  she  replied 
that  she  had,  on  leaving  Longridge,  by 
Father  Elliot's  advice,  taken  refuge  in  a  con- 


A  RED  SISTER.  171 

vent    at   Liverpool.      There    she    had   had  a 
serious    illness,    brought    on  by  anxiety  and 
intensified  by  a  severe  cold  she  had  caught. 
On  her  recovery    she  had  found   that  active 
work  of  some  sort  was  a  necessity  to  her,  and 
hearing  of  the   need  for  helpers  at  the  chil- 
dren's hospital  at  Sandy  ford,  she  had  volun- 
teered as  nursing  sister  there.     In  the  course 
of   her    duties  at  the   hospital    she  had  been 
thrown  into  the  society  of  Father  O'Halloran, 
the  Father  Confessor   to    the  Bed  Sisters  at 
Helstone   Bridge.     From  him  she  had  heard 
the    pathetic    story    of   Lucy  Harwood  from 
beginning  to  end,  and,  deeply  interested  in  it,, 
had  requested  Father  Elliot  to  take  her  to  the 
convent  graveyard,  in  order  that  she  might  lay 
a  wreath  on   Sister   H^loise's  grave.     Father 
Elliot  had  called  upon  her  at  the  hospital,  in 
order  to  see  and  to  advise  her  before  he  started 
for  Africa. 
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But  here  Lois  broke  off  her  story,  turning 
her  face  sharply  away  from  Herrick  ;  and  his 
next  question  brought  only  the  vehement  en- 
treaty  : 

^^  I  beg — I  implore  you,  don't  ask  me  to 
tell  you  more.  Father  Elliot  will  tell  you 
everything." 

Meantime  Father  Elliot  was  relating  to 
M.  Yan  Zandt  Lucy  Harwood's  mournful  his- 
tory, her  pathetic  search  for  the  ideal  mother  of 
her  childhood's  fancy,  the  sad  effect  it  had  had 
upon  her  health,  her  entrance  into  the  convent 
of  the  Eed  Sisters,  and  finally  her  peaceful 
death- bed. 

But  the  darker  story  of  chicanery  and  crime 
so  closely  interwoven  with  Lucy's  history  was 
not  told  to  M.  Yan  Zandt,  as  he  and  the  priest 
journeyed  down  the  hill-side.  That  was 
reserved  for  the  quiet  of  a  midnight  hour, 
when  Father  Elliot  and  Herrick  found  them- 
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selves  alone  in  a  room  in  Father  O'Halloran's 
cottage.  Sandyford,  where  stood  the  children's 
hospital,  was  within  easy  distance  of  the  Eed 
Sisters'  convent,  and  the  waggonette  which 
had  brought  Herrick  and  M.  Yan  Zandt  from 
Cork  speedily  conveyed  the  whole  party 
thither.  Father  O'Halloran's  house  was 
within  walking  distance  of  the  hospital,  and 
the  three  gentlemen,  after  escorting  Lois 
back  to  her  temporary  home  repaired  thither 
to  receive  a  kindly  welcome  from  the  Father, 
and  a  hospitable  invitation  to  pass  the  night 
under  his  roof. 

That  was  to  be  a  memorable  night  to  Her- 
rick. 

*'  For  Heaven's  sake  tell  me  as  soon  as 
possible  what  you  have  to  tell !  "  he  had  found 
opportunity  to  say  to  Father  Elliot,  feeling 
much  as  a  man  might  feel  who,  under  sentence 
of  death,    longs   to    lay  his  head    upon   the 
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block  and  be  done  with  tTie  torture  of 
suspense. 

It  was  not,  however,  until  the  kindly  host 
and  M.  Yan  Zandt  had  withdrawn  for  the 
night,  that  Herrick's  torture  of  suspense  was 
to  be  ended. 

Then  Father  Elliot  went  straight  to  the 
point  at  once. 

^'  In  two  days'  time  I  sail  for  Dahomey,"  he 
said  as  the  door  closed  on  Father  O'Halloran 
and  M.  Yan  Zandt.  '-'-  Into  no  ear  but  yours 
will  the  tale  I  have  to  tell  ever  be  spoken. 
On  your  shoulders,  my  young  friend,  a  terrible 
burden  will  be  laid ;  may  they  be  strengthened 
to  bear  it.  After  to-morrow  I  shall  have 
neither  part  nor  lot  in  the  matter." 

Then  he  had  taken  up  the  story  of  Lucy 
Harwood  from  the  day  of  her  entering  into 
the  service  of  Lady  Joan. 

A  few  days  after  this,  quite  accidentally. 
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the  fate  of  Lucy's  motlier  had  become  known 
to  him.  When  the  poor  lunatic  mother,  in 
search  of  her  baby  child,  had  escaped  from  Dr. 
Gallagher's  house  at  Ballinacrae,  she  had 
wandered  in  the  direction  of  Helston  Bridge, 
begging  bread  and  water  at  the  cottages  she 
passed.  Eventually,  late  in  the  evening,  in 
the  midst  of  a  heavy  snow-storm,  she  had 
wandered  up  the  hill  to  the  convent  gate,  and 
there  had  sunk,  famished  and  exhausted  to  the 
ground.  In  this  condition  she  had  been  found 
on  the  following  morning  by  the  porteress, 
who  had  had  her  conveyed  into  the  convent, 
and  had  administered  restoratives  to  her.  It 
was  all  in  vain,  however.  Before  night  fell 
again  the  poor  woman  had  passed  away, 
and,  as  no  one  came  forward  to  claim  and 
identify  the  body,  it  had  been  buried  in  a 
quiet  corner  of  the  convent  cemetery.  The 
enquiries  made  by  Gallagher  and  by  old  Mr. 
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Harwood  were  not  of  an  exhaustive  nature. 
The  woman's  clothes  were  of  the  most  ordinary 
kind,  and  the  only  means  of  identification  left 
was  a  small  locket,  containing  the  photograph 
of  her  baby,  Lucy.  It  was  quite  by  chance 
that  the  whole  sad  story  came  to  Father 
Elliot's  ears.  He  had  at  once  requested  that 
the  locket  might  be  sent  for  his  inspection ; 
the  likeness  and  the  date  at  its  back,  which 
corresponded  with  the  date  of  Lucy's  birth, 
confirmed  his  suspicions  that  the  secret  of  the 
mother's  fate  was  solved  at  last. 

Then  rose  the  difficult  question  how  to  break 
the  tidings  to  Lucy.  While  he  debated  it  he 
received  a  visit  from  Ealph,  who  came  to  con- 
sult him  respecting  Lady  Joan's  munificent 
offer  to  provide  for  Lucy  for  life,  on  condition 
that  she  were  placed  under  Dr.  Gallagher's 
care.  This  offer  was  quickly  followed  by 
another  equally    bewildering   to   the   Father, 
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namely,  an  offer  to  pay  any  amount  of  money 
that  might  be  required  to  facilitate  Lois 
White's  entrance  into  a  convent.  Father 
Elliot  weighed  both  offers,  sent  to  Lady  Joan 
a  message  by  Ealph,  that  he  declined  in  any 
way  to  influence  Miss  White  in  her  plans  for 
her  future,  also  that  he  strongly  advised  Ealph 
not  to  place  his  sister  under  the  care  of  Dr. 
Gallagher,  of  whom  he  knew  next  to  nothing. 
At  the  same  time  he  added,  that  if  Lady  Joan 
chose  to  pay  to  the  convent  of  Saint  Alphonse, 
on  behalf  of  Lucy,  the  sum  which  she  had 
offered  to  pay  on  behalf  of  Miss  White,  it 
would  be  accepted. 

It  was  at  this  point  that  Gallagher's  plot 
had  begun.  Affairs  at  that  moment  were  in  a 
critical  condition  with  him.  He  knew  that  a 
criminal  prosecution  was  hanging  over  his 
head,  and  lacking  means  for  his  flight  to 
another  hemisphere,  he  was  pressing  Ralph  for 

VOL.    III.  N 
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repayment   of  certain    small   sums   of  money 
which   from  time  to  time  he  had  lent  to  the 
young  farmer.     Ealph  took  him  into  his  con- 
fidence respecting  Lady  Joan  and  her  bewilder- 
ing offers  of  money,  and  the  wily  doctor  at 
once  seemed  to  see  a  mine  of  gold  open  at  his 
feet.    He  represented  to  Ealph  the  danger  of 
losing  so  munificent  a  patroness  if  her  wishes 
were  not  complied  with,  induced  him  to  inform 
Lady  Joan  that  Father  Elliot  had  accepted  her 
offer  for  Miss  White,  and  persuaded  the  young 
man  to   introduce  him  to  Lady  Joan  as  the 
doctor   willing  to  take  Lucy  under  his  care. 
Gallagher  had  no  intention  of  keeping  up  the 
fraud  longer  than  was  necessary  to   line  his 
own  pockets  preparatory  to  his  flight.     Fate 
seemed  to   favour  him.     Ealph,  to  a   certain 
extent  in  his  power,   did  not  dare  to  refuse  to 
play  the  part  of  his   tool,  though  the  young 
man's  better  nature  revolted  against   it,  and 
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eventually  led  him  to  repudiate  it.  Lady  Joan 
and  Father  Elliot  were  equally  deceived  by 
the  two  men,  and  the  identity  of  the  two  girls 
confused  to  the  mind  of  the  former. 

It  may  be  remarked  in  passing,  that  M.  Yan 
Zandt's  mistake  as  to  the  identity  of  Sister 
H^loise  with  Lois  White  was  none  of  Ealph's 
doing.  It  arose  simply  through  Mdlle.  Me- 
lanie's  enquiries  being  made  for  the  novice 
under  her  religious,  not  her  secular  name — a 
mistake  for  which  Lady  Honor  in  part  also 
was  to  be  held  responsible,  by  her  misinterpre- 
tation of  the  conversation  which  she  had  over- 
heard in  the  pine  wood. 

From  a  small  beginning  the  plot  had  grown 
apace.  Gallagher  could  very  fairly  gauge  the 
time  that  must  elapse  before  proceedings  could 
be  commenced  against  him,  and  employed 
every  one  of  the  precious  hours  left  him  in 
getting  as  strong  a  hold  as  possible  over  Lady 
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Joan.  Fortune  favoured  him  in  more  ways 
than  one.  Herrick's  wild  goose  chase  in 
America,  Lady  Joan's  refusal  to  have  any 
direct  personal  intercourse  with  Father  Elliot, 
the  Father's  sudden  resolve  to  join  the  African 
Mission,  to  a  certain  extent  left  the  ground 
clear  for  the  plotter. 

All  this  Father  Elliot  related  clearly,  fully, 
to  Herrick,  in  calm,  even  voice.  One  thing, 
however,  he  left  out  of  his  narrative — the  fact 
that  Lady  Joan's  first  messenger  to  him  through 
Ealph  had  sent  him  praying  to  his  superiors 
for  permission  to  quit  the  place,  and  to  court 
death  among  the  cannibal  blacks  at  Dahomey. 
'-'-  For  thirty  years  I  have  prayed  that  the 
sight  of  her  face  may  be  spared  to  me," 
he  had  said,  with  clasped  hands  and  face 
upturned  to  the  wintry  stars;  "yet  a  little 
while,  and  the  need  for  the  prayer  will  be  at 
an  end." 
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But  this  was  not  a  thing  to  tell  to  Lady 
Joan's  son. 

When  the  Father  came  to  the  story  of  Sister 
H^loise's  death,  his  voice  had  vibrated  and  his 
eyes  were  shining.  ^'The  Mother  Superior," 
he  said,  "  told  the  poor  child  the  story  of  her 
mother's  fate,  and  led  her  to  the  quiet  corner 
of  the  graveyard  where  she  lay.  "Within  a 
month  from  that  day  the  child  was  lying  in 
the  same  grave."  He  broke  off  for  a  moment, 
cleared  his  voice,  and  went  on  to  tell  how  the 
tidings  of  his  sister's  death  had  shaken  Ealph's 
nerves,  and  sent  him  to  tell  to  him  the  whole 
story  of  chicanery  and  wickedness. 

'^Not  under  the  seal  of  confession,"  said  the 
Father,  '-^  but  frankly  and  openly,  that  I  might 
make  it  known  to  the  authorities.  This  I 
have  already  done,  and  the  man,  although  he 
has  managed  to  get  away  in  an  Australian 
steamer,   will  be  met  on   his  arrival  at  Mel- 
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bourne  and  sent  home  again  for  his  trial  on 
other  criminal  charges.  On  other  criminal 
charges,"  repeated  the  priest,  slowly,  now  fix- 
ing his  eyes  full  on  the  young  man's  face  as 
he  sat  facing  him,  ^'  for  there  will  be  no  one  to 
prosecute  him  on  this  matter." 

''Xo  one  to  prosecute!  "  repeated  Herrick, 
astounded,  and  thinking  that  the  priest  could 
only  be  referring  to  his  own  approaching  de- 
parture to  Dahomey;  ^'why  I  will  prosecute 
him  myself  if  you  will  not  be  here  to  do  so. 
Such  a  scoundrel  as  that  must  not  be  allowed 
to  escape." 

He  did  not  say,  ^^  my  mother  will  prosecute 
him."  To  say  truth,  after  the  revelation  of 
the  double  part  Lady  Joan  had  played  towards 
him,  he  could  not  bring  himself  to  mention  her 
name.  ''  My  mother  and  I  must  to  the  end  of 
our  lives  live  apart,"  was  the  thought  in  his 
heart  now.      '^  I  could  forgive  her  even   for 
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hating  Lois ;  but  I  cannot  pardon  the  double 
dealing  and  subterfuge  to  which  she  has  de- 
scended to  keep  us  apart." 

But  his  mother  was  to  stand  in  another  light 
to  him  before  his  midnight  interview  with 
Father  Elliot  came  to  an  end. 

'^  Though  I  remained  in  England,  there 
would  be  no  one  to  prosecute,"  repeated  Father 
Elliot,  with  greater  emphasis  than  before,  and 
still  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  Herrick's  face. 

Herrick  grew  uneasy.  After  this  bewildering 
story  of  crime  could  there  yet  remain  anything 
else  to  tell  ?  Back  in  a  troop  came  the  fore- 
bodings he  had  fought  so  hard  to  keep  at  bay. 

''  Fold  your  hands  in  prayer,  my  young 
friend,"  said  the  priest,  solemnly,  *'bow  your 
head.  There  are  sorrows  in  life  bitterer  than 
death,  more  cruel  than  the  grave." 

Herrick  was  tongue-tied  now.  His  lips 
would  not  even  form  to  the  words  with  which 
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he  had  before  hastened  the  priest's  disclosures : 
^'  For  heaven's  sake  say  what  you  have  to  say 
quickly  !  " 

The  priest  went  on  in  a  voice  that  sounded 
stern  from  the  restraint  he  put  upon  it. 

*^  After  hearing  Ealph's  story  of  villainy, 
which  was  told  to  me  at  Cork,  I  came  here  to 
say  good-bye  to  Miss  White,  to  ask  her  for 
the  last  time  if  I  could  be  of  service  to  her,  to 
beg  her  to  think  over  her  rigidly  adhered-to 
wish  that  her  place  of  abode  should  be  kept 
secret  from  you.  Ealph's  story  had  suggested 
to  my  mind  possible  reasons  for  her  wish  for  a 
hiding-place.  I  had  prayed  that  these  pos- 
sible reasons  might  not  be  the  true  ones.  I 
found  Miss  White  stronger  in  mind,  stronger 
in  body,  than  when  I  had  last  seen  her,  and 
willing,  nay  more,  eager  to  give  me  her  con- 
fidence. I  have  her  permission  to  repeat  to 
you  what  she  has  told  to  me,  but  I  can  only 
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cio  so  by  referring  to  events  that  occurred 
at  Longridge  on  the  night  of  your  father's 
death.     Have  I  your  permission  to  do  this  ?  " 

"•  On  the  night  of  your  father's  death !  " 
Once  more  the  darkened  room,  the  father 
stretched  white  and  dying  on  the  bed,  the 
mother  clinging  to  his  arm,  and  the  face  of 
the  frightened  nurse  showing  in  the  doorway, 
rose  up  before  Herrick's  mind. 

His  voice  was  hoarse,  and  unlike  his  own, 
as  he  said  :  ^'  Go  on." 

The  priest  went  on : 

"  On  the  night  of  your  fiither's  death  there 
was  a  storm  threatening,  and  Miss  White,  with 
her  mind  full  of  anxieties  on  old  Mr.  Gaskell's 
behalf,  found  herself  unable  to  sleep.  About 
one  o'clock  or  a  little  after,  she  came  downstairs 
in  her  dressing  gown,  eager  for  news  of  both 
the  sufferers.  Taking  it  for  granted  that  you 
would  be  sitting  up,  as  you  had  told  her  you 
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would,  in  your  grandfather's  dressing-room, 
she  opened  the  door  of  that  room  and  looked 
in.  To  her  surprise  she  saw,  not  you  but  Lady 
Joan,  standing  immediately  beneath  the  lamp, 
with  a  cup  in  one  hand  and  a  phial  in  the  other. 
Acting  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  she  quickly 
closed  the  door  and  retreated,  not  wishing  to 
intrude  on  Lady  Joan  at  her  sick-room  duties. 
She  did  not  attach  any  importance  to  the 
matter  until  she  heard  that  the  old  gentleman 
was  dead,  then,  all  in  a  flash " 

But  here  Herrick,  with  a  low  cry  as  of  one 
in  pain,  had  jumped  to  his  feet,  and  had  seized 
the  priest  by  the  arm. 

^'  Say  no  more,  for  Heaven's  sake  say  no 
more  !  "  he  cried. 

And  then  he  sank  back  in  his  chair  and  bowed 
his  head  on  the  table,  realising  to  the  full  the 
priest's  words  that  'Hhere  were  sorrows  bitterer 
than  death,  more  cruel  than  the  grave  itself." 


CHAPTEE   XIII. 

The  pale  light  of  the  winter's  dawn,  as  it 
flowed  coldly,  slowly  through  the  latticed 
windows,  lifted  the  shadows  from  two  hag- 
gard faces  which  seemed  to  share  one 
stricken,  despairing  look  between  them. 

For  a  brief  five  minutes  a  terrible  storm 
of  passion  had  swept  over  Herrick.  While 
it  had  lasted  he  had  spoken  words  the  like 
of  which  had  never  passed  his  lips  before. 
He  had  bitterly  cursed  his  own  folly  in  not 
allowing  Lois  to  watch  beside  his  dying 
grandfather    on    that    fatal  night ;    his    own 


188  A   RED  SISTER. 

bodily  weariness,  also,  which  had  made  his 
vigil  such  a  lax  one. 

Then,  with  eyes  opened  at  last  to  the  full 
measure  of  his  mother's  sin,  he  had  lifted 
U23  his  voice,  and,  in  language  awful  on  a 
son's  lijDS,  had  cursed  her  also ;  had  vowed 
never  again  to  cross  the  threshold  of  his 
home,  or  to  look  his  mother  in  the  face. 

This  five  minutes  of  passion  was  terrible 
to  witness.  Father  Elliot,  with  white  face 
and  knotted  brows,  stood  leaning  against  the 
wall  while  it  spent  itself. 

'•'  I  have  lived  to  hear  this ! "  he  said 
under  his  breath.  ^'Joan,  Joan;  this  is 
worst  of  all !  " 

Herrick  caught  the  words,  faintly  spoken 
though  they  were.  They  seemed,  though, 
wherefore  he  could  not  have  said,  to  quench 
his  fierceness  of  spirit  like  the  touch  of  a 
cool  hand  on  a  burning  brow.    Through  the 
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turmoil  and  chaos  of  his  thoughts  he  seemed 
to  catch  an  inkling  of  a  love  and  of  a  sorrow 
which,  for  aught  he  knew  to  the  contrary, 
might  surpass  his  own. 

Father  Elliot  saw  that  his  passion  had 
burned  itself  out,  and  that  the  time  to  speak 
had  come.  He  laid  his  hand  on  Herrick's 
shoulder. 

^^A  man,"  he  said,  ^^  sometimes  without 
a  moment's  notice,  is  called  upon  to  face 
a  terror  worse  than  death.  What  are  you 
going  to  do  ?  " 

"  Do  !"  repeated  Herrick.  ''  I  have  already 
said  what  I  will  not  do  :  cross  the  threshold 
of  my  home  or  ever  again  look  my  mother 
in  the  face." 

^^  In  other  words,  you  mean  to  lay  down 
your  colours  —  turn  your  back  on  your 
duty." 

Herrick  stared  at  him  blankly. 
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^'What  would  you  have  me  to  do?"  lie 
presently  asked. 

Father  Elliot  made  no  reply.  Slowly, 
backwards  and  forwards,  he  began  to  pace 
the  room.  "  Grant  me  this  one  mercy — 
that  I  may  never  again  in  this  life  look 
upon  this  woman's  face!" — had  been  his 
prayer  for  the  past  thirty  years,  and  he  had 
himself  essayed  to  bring  about  an  answer 
to  this  prayer,  by  begging  his  superiors  to 
allow  him  to  court  death  in  wild  Africa. 
Yet  now,  as  he  slowly  paced  the  room,  he 
was  saying  to  himself  :  ^'  It  must  be  done. 
I  must  see  her  once  again,  it  is  imperative, 
though  torture  come  of  it." 

Presently  he  stood  in  front  of  Herrick 
once  more. 

^'  This  is  what  I  would  have  you  do,"  he 
said,  in  a  strangely- solemn  tone:  ''stay  here 
for   one   day,  so   as   to  give  me  time  to  see 
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and  to  speak  with. — with  Lady  Joan  —  for 
see  her  and  speak  to  her  I  must  before  I 
start  on  my  journey.  Then,  to-morrow,  I 
would  have  you  go  back  to  your  home,  do 
your  duty  there — face  the  worst." 

Herrick,  awed  into  a  sudden  calmness  by 
the  look  on  the  priest's  face,  as  well  as  by 
the  tone  of  his  voice,  answered : 

^'  It  shall  be  as  you  wish." 

Father  Elliot  walked  to  the  window  and 
flung  back  the  lattice.  The  keen,  cold  air  of 
the  morning  poured  into  the  room,  bringing 
with  it  something  of  refreshment  to  the 
weary  brains  of  the  two  men.  Outside,  the 
air  seemed  full  of  a  lustrous  vapour,  from 
out  which  afar  off  the  hills,  like  so  many 
brown,  gaunt  giants  were  emerging.  Be- 
tween them  and  the  lichen-covered  palings 
of  the  cottage  garden,  the  valley  lay  sub- 
merged in  a  sea  of  mist.     Immediately  out- 
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side  the  window  a  thorn-bush  spread  a 
delicate  tracery  of  bare,  brown  branchlets. 
Perched  high  on  one  of  these,  a  robin  poured 
forth  a  full-throated  song. 

Herrick  heard  it  in  a  vague,  dreary  sort 
of  way,  and  found  himself  wondering  vaguely 
that  there  should  be  left  a  song  to  creation 
after  the  tale  of  wickedness  to  which  he  had 
just  been  listening. 

The  priest  heard  it  also,  and  said  to  him- 
self: 

''There  will  be  no  cheery  robin's  note  to 
greet  me  in  Africa.  Better  so.  There  is  a 
time  to  sing  and  a  time  to  cease  from  sing- 
ing. The  time  to  cease  from  singing  has 
come  to  me  now." 

Presently  he  turned  to  Herrick,  and  said : 

''You  need  rest,  food,  refreshment.  There 
will  be  breakfast  soon.  Will  you  like  to  get 
some  sleep  first  ?  " 
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Herrick  shook  his  head. 

'^I  have  something  to  do  before  I  can 
think  of  food  or  sleep,  and  the  sooner  it 
is  done  the  better,"  he  answered,  wearily 
dragging  himself  to  his  feet. 

That  "  something  to  be  done "  sent  him 
to  the  children's  hospital  at  Sandy  ford,  and 
set  him  asking  for  Sister  Lois. 

She  came  down  at  once,  equipped  in  cloak 
and  bonnet,  for  she  rightly  surmised  that  he 
had  words  to  speak  to  her  that  could  be  better 
spoken  in  the  quiet  of  the  country  road  than 
in  any  one  of  those  big  wards  or  dormitories^ 
where  doors  seemed  perpetually  opening  and 
shutting,  people  for  ever  walking  in  and 
out. 

One  look  into  Herrick' s  face  told  her  that 
he  knew  the  whole  truth  now,  and  that  the 
part  she  would  be  called  upon  to  play  before 
any  other  would  be  that  of  comforter. 

VOL.  III.  0 
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Side  by  side  the  two  wandered  along  the 
road,  between  the  rows  of  scattered  cottages 
which  made  the  whole  of  the  village  of 
Sandyford. 

It  was  not  until  the  last  of  these  was  past, 
and  they  had  gained  the  open  country,  that 
Herrick  broke  the  silence  which,  after  their 
first  greeting,  had  fallen  between  them. 

Lois  was  totally  unprepared  for  his  words. 
In  her  great  humility  she  could  never  have 
imagined  them  being  spoken  by  Heri'ick  to 
any  living  soul,  least  of  all  to  her. 

This  was  what  he  said,  slowly,  emphati- 
cally, in  a  voice  that  left  no  room  for  doubt 
but  that  it  was  spoken  of  deliberate  inten- 
tion : 

'*  Lois,  cases  are  reversed  now  between  us 
with  a  vengeance.  Be  honest  with  me ;  don't 
hesitate  to  say  if  you  shrink  from  bearing  a 
name   which  has  been   dragged  through  the 
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mire — nay,  more,  which  will  soon  be  shouted 
from  end  to  end  of  the  kingdom  with  con- 
tempt and  anathema." 

In  her  astonishment,  Lois  came  to  a  stand- 
still, facing  him  with  parted  lips  and  eyebrows 
arching. 

His  meaning  was  plain  and  easy  to  under- 
stand ;  but  to  her  thinking  his  words  were  as 
incongruous  to  his  lips  as  they  would  have 
been  to  those  of  a  crowned  king. 

He  did  not  misconstrue  her  silence ;  but 
his  will  was  strong  to  make  her  speak  out 
plainly. 

"Don't  be  afraid  to  tell  me — don't  think 
that,  if  you  throw  me  over,  it  will  kill  me. 
After  last  night  I  shall  think  that  nothing 
short  of  shot  or  shell  will  send  my  soul  out 
of  my  body  ;  but  if — " 

There  came  a  step  behind  them,  then  a 
touch   upon  Herrick's  shoulder,   and  looking 
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round  they  saw  Father  Elliot,  bag  in  hand, 
equipped  as  for  a  journey. 

"I  am  going  to  catch  the  coach  for  Cork, 
at  the  foot  of  the  hills,"  he  said.  *^If  we 
do  not  meet  again,  good-bye  to  you  both, 
my  young  friends." 

Tears  rushed  to  Lois's  eyes.  She  felt  that 
the  good-bye  so  simply  spoken  was  to  be  a 
good-bye  for  all  time. 

'^  Must  it  be  !  "  she  exclaimed.  '^  Oh,  why 
cannot  you  stay  in  England?  Why  will 
they  send  you  so  far  away?  It  is  too,  too 
sad." 

^'  Hush,"  he  said,  gravely.  ^^  It  is  my 
own  choice.  I  am  going  of  my  own  free 
will.  Sad,  do  you  say  it  is  ?  Life  is  all 
sadness,  my  child,  from  the  hour  in  which 
we  struggle  into  it  with  tears,  to  the  hour 
in  which  we  struggle  out  of  it  with  no  tears 
left  to  shed." 
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He  broke  off  for  a  moment,  then  turned 
to  Herrick,  saying : 

^^  There  is  something  I  wish  to  speak  to 
you  about  before  I  say  good-fcye.  I  have 
been  talking  to  M.  Yan  Zandt  for  the  last 
half-hour ;  he  seems  a  good  man,  and  devoted 
to  your  cousin.  Lady  Honor.  Are  you  in- 
clined to  favour  the  idea  of  a  marriage  between 
the  two  ?  " 

^'  It  will  have  my  warmest  support ;  you 
may  consider  the  marriage  as  good  as  ar- 
ranged," said  Herrick.  Then  he  checked 
himself,  adding,  bitterly :  ''  That  is,  unless 
M.  Yan  Zandt,  when  he  knows  the  whole 
truth  about — about  us — wishes  to  withdraw 
from  an  alliance  with  our  family." 

"He  is  not  likely  to  do  that,"  answered 
Father  Elliot ;  "he  has  surmised  the  truth 
for  some  time  past,  but  his  heart  is  too 
true  to  be  shaken  by  it.      Once  more  good- 
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bye,  my  young  friends.  May  the  peace  of 
God  now  and  always  rest  upon  you  both." 

Then  he  went  on  his  road,  with  steps 
a  little  less  firm,  with  shoulders  perhaps  a 
little  more  bent,  than  they  were  three  months 
back,  when  he  had  parted  with  Ealph  and 
Lucy  on  his  way  to  Longridge. 

His  footsteps  died  away  in  the  distance. 
Herrick  and  Lois  stood  watching  him  out  of 
sight.  Once  he  turned  and  waved  his  hand 
to  them,  and  then  a  curve  in  the  road  hid 
him  from  view. 

Then  Herrick  turned  to  Lois  once  more. 

''Answer  my  question,  Lois,"  he  said, 
perhaps  a  trifle  imperiously;  ''be  honest 
with  me.  I  have  the  blackest,  the  most 
terrible  of  sorrows  to  face  now.  If  you 
shrink  from  the  misery,  the  disgrace,  that 
lies  before  me,  say  so  at  once  and  be  done 
with  it." 
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Lois  did  not  immediately  answer.  Her 
eyes  were  swimming,  her  heart  was  beating 
fast. 

Overhead  the  morning  clouds  parted,  and 
a  sudden  gleam  of  sunshine  sent  the  cloud- 
shadows  chasing  each  other  across  the  distant 
hills.  A  bird,  with  a  startled  cry,  flew  from 
out  the  roadside  hedge. 

In  the  stillness  of  the  quiet  road  Lois' s 
heart  seemed  to  speak  to  her  as  with  human 
voice. 

''It  is  because  of  the  childishness,  the 
weakness,  the  want  of  courage  you  have 
shown,  that  he  asks  this  question,"  it  seemed 
to  say.  ''  Tell  him,  make  him  understand, 
that  three  months  of  sorrow  have  made  a 
woman  of  you,  and  a  brave,  true-hearted 
woman,  too,  who  will  face,  not  flee  from  the 
worst  that  life  can  bring." 

But  Lois  had  no  voice   wherewith    to  tell 
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him  this.  All  she  could  find  to  say,  brokenly, 
tremulously,  were  the  sweet  old  words  of  the 
faithful  Euth,  although  with  a  special  mean- 
ing which  Euth  could  never  have  put  into 
them. 

"  Thy  people  shall  be  my  people.     Nought 
but  death  shall  part  thee  and  me  now." 


CHAPTEE  XIY. 

LoNGRiDGE  Castle  stood  a  black,  grim  pile 
in  the  winter  moonlight.  A  silence,  as  of 
death,  seemed  to  environ  it.  Little  more  than 
three  months  back  the  blazing  August  snn 
had  lighted  up  a  very  different  scene — a  scene 
of  banqueting  and  health -drinking,  of  revelry 
and  rejoicing.  Kow,  if  King  Death  himself, 
tired  of  his  invisible  sovereignty,  had  chosen 
to  assemble  his  ghostly  train,  and,  in  bodily 
shape  to  hold  his  court,  he  could  not  have 
found  a  more  suitable  castle  than  this,  where 
life  seemed  literally  to  have  come  to  a  stand- 
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still.  I^ot  trees  planted  beside  a  dead-sea 
lake  could  have  tossed  their  branches  over  a 
picture  of  greater  stagnation  than  did  the  bare 
brown  elms  which  formed  the  background  to 
the  Castle.  Here  was  a  stately  house;  a 
wide-stretching  park;  gardens  and  terraces 
planned,  planted,  and  kept  up  to  the  last 
degree  of  perfection,  yet  as  utterly  destitute 
of  the  human  impress  which  says,  plainly  as 
words  could,  ^^  these  things  are  mine,  I  love 
them,"  as  was  the  lonely  churchyard  where 
John  Gaskell  and  his  father  were  so  quietly 
sleeping  their  last  sleep. 

Within,  the  Castle  presented  a  companion 
picture  to  that  of  its  gloomy  exterior.  Here 
were  rooms,  corridors,  staircases,  palatial  in 
their  dimensions ;  palatial,  too,  in  their 
decoration  and  furnishing;  yet,  with  never 
a  sound  of  young  voices  or  light  footsteps  to 
waken  an   echo  in  them ;    no,  nor   so   much 


A    RED  SISTER.  203 

as  an  appreciative  eye  to  take  note  of  the 
beanty  of  form  and  colour  so  lavishly  dis- 
played; for  Lady  Honor,  although  convales- 
cent, was  still  a  prisoner  in  her  own  room, 
and  Lady  Joan,  alas,  too  late,  was  discovering 
that  she  had  paid  for  these  things  of  beauty 
not  only  with  thirty  of  the  best  years  of 
her  life,  but  also  with  the  very  heart  and 
soul  which  alone  could  rightly  appraise  them. 
Since  her  final  interview  with  Gallagher, 
Lady  Joan  had  passed  through  every  phase 
of  a  lingering  suspense,  ending  at  last  in  the 
positive  conviction  that  Gallagher  had  turned 
traitor.  Practical  proof  of  his  treachery,  she 
felt  now,  might  at  any  moment  be  given  her 
in  the  shape  of  a  summons  to  appear  before 
some  local  bench  of  magistrates,  charged  with 
her  dread  crime.  She  found  herself  more  than 
once  wondering,  in  a  vague,  dreamy  sort  of 
way,  which  of   the    local   justices  who  from 
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time  to  time  had  dined  at  her  table  would 
append  his  signature  to  the  warrant  which 
arrested  her.  Before  which  of  the  two  or 
three  magistrates  with  whom  she  was  on  terms 
of  intimacy  would  she  be  called  upon  to  stand 
as  a  criminal  ? 

Her  nerves  had  not  recovered  their  tone 
with  the  disappearance  of  the  shadowy  vision 
which  was,  yet  was  not,  herself.  She  still 
found  herself  watching,  waiting  for  it  in 
those  midnight  hours  when  sleep  shunned  her, 
although  she  knew  well  enough  in  the  inmost 
recesses  of  her  heart  that  it  had  passed  as 
irrevocably  out  of  her  life  as  had  her  youth, 
her  hope,  her  innocence. 

^^  Life  is  impossible  to  me  now,"  she  would 
say  to  herself  when  she  lay  down  to  rest  at 
night,  with  the  terror  strong  in  her  heart 
that  with  the  morning  would  come  arrest  and 
disgrace. 
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Then  when  morning  dawned  and  she 
aroused  to  find  her  fears  not  realised,  she 
would  say:  ^'It  is  only  deferred  —  before 
night  falls  I  shall,  without  doubt,  find  myself 
in  a  felon's  prison." 

So  the  torture  went  on.  With  thoughts 
such  as  these  in  her  brain,  external  things 
waned  in  importance.  She  transacted  no 
business  whatever,  made  no  endeavour  to 
carry  even  the  purchase  of  Southmoor  to  its 
completion ;  gave  no  orders  to  her  servants ; 
made  no  enquiries  respecting  Lady  Honor's 
health  ;  simply  remained  shut  in  her  room, 
eating  next  to  nothing;  sleeping  not  at  all; 
waiting,  only  waiting  for  the  end,  which, 
with  slow,  certain,  unfailing  tread  she  knew 
was  approaching. 

The  servants  of  the  household  read  her 
conduct  in  only  one  light  now  —  that  of 
insanity.      They   were    confident   that    ^^  my 
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lady's"  heavy  grief  at  her  husband's  death 
had  turned  her  brain.  They  hailed  with 
delight  a  telegram  which  Lady  Honor 
received  from  M.  Yan  Zandt,  on  the  day 
after  Herrick's  arrival  at  Queenstown.  It  ran 
thus : 

^^H —  has  arrived  safely.  Good  news  will 
follow  by  letter." 

Lady  Honor  did  not  keep  her  telegram  to 
herself;  but  at  once  let  the  glad  tidings  that 
Herrick  was  on  his  way  home,  circulate 
through  the  household.  She  did  more,  she 
sent  her  maid  to  Lady  Joan  with  the  message 
that  she  had  received  a  telegram  from  Queens- 
town,  telling  of  Herrick's  arrival  there. 

The  telegram,  however,  she  did  not  send 
to  her  aunt,  thinking  it  better  to  defer  doing 
so  till  she  knew  what  was  the  good  news 
referred  to  and  how  it  might  affect  Lady 
Joan. 
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'^  If  Aunt  Jo  wants  to  see  my  telegram  slie 
can  easily  come  up  and  ask  for  it,"  she 
thought,  ^'  and  then  I  shall  find  out  a  little 
how  things  are  going  with  her." 

But  although  the  news  of  Herrick's  speedy 
return  did  not  send  Lady  Joan  to  her  niece's 
room  for  fuller  information,  it  had  nevertheless 
a  strange  effect  upon  her. 

'^This  is  the  beginning  of  the  end,"  she 
said  to  herself,  as  she  rose  wearily  from  the 
bed  on  which  she  lay;  ^^Herrick,  most  likely, 
has  heard  the  truth  by  now.  Before  night 
my  son — the  boy  I  have  held  in  my  arms — 
will  look  me  in  the  face;  curse  me,  perhaps, 
or  scorn  me — perhaps  pity  me  !  " 

She  began  slowly,  backwards  and  forwards, 
to  pace  the  room.  Presently  her  slow  steps 
came  to  a  halt  in  front  of  her  medicine  cup- 
board. 

The  key  was  in  the  lock,  for  it  held,  not 
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only  drugs  for  occasional  use,  but  the  nightly 
opiate  whose  soothing  influence  her  nerves  of 
late  had  defied. 

It  held  something  else  too  —  the  phial  of 
aconite  tincture  which  had  already  done  such 
deadly  work. 

Lady  Joan  took  the  phial  in  her  hand.  It 
was  of  coloured  glass,  and  the  daylight  was 
fading  fast  now,  so  she  went  to  the  window 
and  held  it  up  to  the  light,  that  her  eye 
might  measure  how  much  was  left  of  it. 
What  an  easy  solution  to  all  her  torture  and 
misery  that  phial  held !  She  had  only  to 
pour  about  a  quarter  of  what  was  left  into  a 
wine-glass,  lay  her  head  down  on  her  pillows 
once  more,  and  then  good-bye  to  the  racket 
and  turmoil  of  life,  welcome  the  long,  blissful 
sleep,  which  she  was  fain  to  persuade  herself 
would  know  no  awakening. 

How  thankful,  also,  Herrick  would  be  to 
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have  his  difficulties  ended  in  this  way;  all 
responsibilities,  so  far  as  she  Tras  concerned, 
lifted  from  his  shoulders;  the  plebeian  name 
of  Gaskell,  for  which  he  had  such  a  huge 
reverence,  kept  unsullied.  There  would  then, 
too,  be  no  painful  meeting  between  her  and 
Herrick,  no  enforced  listening  on  her  part  to 
bitter  anathema  or  heart-broken  pity  from  his 
lips. 

She  drew  the  stopper  from  the  bottle,  and 
then — slowly,  drop  by  drop,  poured  its  con- 
tents upon  the  ground. 

^^That  would  be  what  weak  souls  would 
do,"  she  said  aloud,  answering  her  own 
thoughts,  ^'  the  souls  who  quake  and  turn 
white  when  they  hear  the  Decalogue  read. 
"What  I  have  done  I  have  done.  I  will  not 
deny  it.  I  will  face  any  penalty  the  laws  of 
man  may  impose.  1  take  my  stand  upon  the 
laws    of   Is'ature,  which    preceded    even  the 
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making  of  the  Decalogue — the  laws  which  pro- 
vide for  the  survival  of  the  fittest  in  the 
struggle  for  the  good  things  of  life,  the  laws 
which  send  the  winter  frost  to  kill  the  old 
life,  so  that  the  young  life  may  grow  and 
flourish." 

A  sudden  change  seemed  to  pass  over  her  ; 
a  sudden  strength  seemed  given  to  her. 

^^Herrick  may  come  to-night,  and  I  will 
look  him  in  the  face,"  she  thought.  ''He 
may  curse  me  if  he  will ;  pity  me  he  shall 
not." 

At  this  dread  crisis,  herself,  her  own  indi- 
viduality, utterly  absorbed  her.  Lois,  she 
thought,  lay  broken-hearted  in  a  convent 
grave,  yet  she  had  not  a  tear  to  give  her. 
Herrick's  heart  might  be  broken,  too,  his 
whole  future  might  be  blighted,  but  she  had 
not  a  pitying  thought  for  him.  One  aim  was 
before     her    now — to    gather    together     her 
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strength,  to  concentrate  the  whole  of  her 
being  on  meeting  worthily — if  the  word  may 
be  used  in  such  a  connection — the  crisis  which 
she  felt  was  at  hand. 

She  dressed  herself  for  the  evening  with  a 
care  and  attention  to  details  which  she  had  not 
evinced  for  many  a  day  past.  It  must  have 
been  an  instinct,  strange  in  the  circumstances, 
which  prompted  her  to  discard  her  widow's 
cap  and  deep  crape,  and  to  sit  down  to  dinner 
that  night  in  black  velvet  and  diamonds.  She 
did  another  strange  thing — gave  orders  that 
the  drawing-rooms,  which  of  late  had  been  out 
of  use,  should  be  opened  and  lighted.  Then 
when  her  lonely,  yet  withal  ceremonious,  meal 
had  come  to  an  end,  instead  of  retiring,  as  her 
custom  was  when  alone,  to  her  own  sitting 
room,  she  repaired  to  the  larger  rooms  and 
seated  herself  there  in  lonely  grandeur,  as  if 
waiting  to  receive  distinguished  guests. 
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''Those  men  wlio  wait  at  my  elbow,"  she 
had  said  to  herself  as  she  sat  at  dinner,  ''will 
no  doubt  to-morrow  help  to  spread  the  gossip 
far  and  wide  that  '  my  lady '  has  been  charged 
with  crime  and  taken  to  prison.  Be  it  so. 
To  night  at  any  rate  they  shall  see  '  my  lady  ' 
and  her  dignity  keeping  each  other  company." 

She  had  a  small  time-piece  placed  facing 
her  in  the  drawing-room.  "  !N'ow,"  she 
thought,  as  she  seated  herself  in  a  high- 
backed,  capacious  chair,  which  her  stateliness 
seemed  to  transform  into  a  throne,  "  I  can 
count  the  minutes  till  Herrick  comes.  Who 
will  dare  to  say  that  I  shrink  from  torture  ?  " 

There  were  only  two  trains,  she  knew,  by 
which  Herrick  could  arrive  at  Wrexford  that 
night.  One  would  bring  him  to  the  Castle 
about  half-past  eight  in  the  evening,  the  other 
not  until  ten  or  a  little  later. 

It  was    twenty  minutes    past    eight    now. 


A   RED  SISTER.  2l3 

In  ten  minutes'  time  he  might  be  in  the 
house. 

Less  like  a  human  being  than  some  marble 
statue,  she  reclined,  motionless,  in  her  high- 
backed  chair,  with  eyes  never  once  lifting 
from  the  clock,  till  it  had  told,  not  ten,  but 
twenty  minutes,  and  there  was  no  possibility 
of  Herrick  having  caught  that  train. 

Then  she  drew  a  long  breath  and  rose  from 
her  chair.  Those  twenty  minutes  had  been 
literally  counted  out  by  heart  throbs ;  and  now 
there  remained  to  her  yet  another  hour  and  a 
half  before  she  could  hope  to  end  this  torture 
by  facing  the  worst. 

She  walked  wearily  to  the  window,  drew 
back  the  curtain,  and  looked  out.  The  moon 
was  on  the  other  side  of  the  house  ;  the  terrace 
lay  in  blackness,  broken  only  by  the  gleam  of 
stone  balusters  and  flower  vases.  Beyond,  the 
garden,  and  farther  on  still  the  park,  lay  in 
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yet  denser  darkness.  To  the  right  stretched 
the  little  pine- wood,  in  whose  planting  her 
husband  had  taken  such  keen  delight. 

It  struck  a  key-note  of  thought  that  she 
did  not  often  allow  to  vibrate  in  her  brain ; 
brought  back  in  a  rush  memories  of  her  early 
married  life ;  of  her  husband's  hearty,  honest 
love  ;  of  his  subsequent  coldness  and  indiffer- 
ence, of  his  truth  and  loyalty  to  her  from  first 
to  last,  coldness  and  indifference  notwith- 
standing. 

She  turned  sharply  away  from  the  window. 
She  had  an  hour  and  a  half  to  count  out  by 
the  clock  before  Herrick  could  by  any  possi- 
bility arrive.  If  she  gave  rein  to  such 
thoughts  as  these,  the  end  of  that  hour  and  a 
half  would  find  her  strength  gone  and  her 
dignity  not  to  be  commanded  for  the  crisis  at 
hand. 

'^His  only  fault  was  that  he  had  a  father," 
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she  said  to  herself,  of  purpose  arousing  a  bitter 
recollection  in  order  to  put  to  flight  the 
tenderer  memories. 

Then,  lifting  her  eyes,  they  were  greeted 
with  something  that  accentuated  the  bitter 
recollection— the  picture  of  old  Mr.  GaskelPs 
cottage  home,  which  had  been  presented  to 
him  on  his  birthday,  and  which  he  had  insisted 
on  having  hung  in  the  drawing-room. 

^' John  should  have  come  between  me  and 
such  things  as  that,"  she  said  to  herself,  still 
intent  on  keeping  down  with  an  iron  hand 
what  little  of  heart  was  left  to  her. 

A  bowl  of  chrysanthemums  on  a  table 
beneath  the  picture  caught  her  eye.  The 
flowers  were  of  a  crude  red,  which  clashed  in 
tint  with  the  old  china  bowl  in  which  they 
had  been  placed,  and  neither  harmonised  nor 
contrasted  with  the  silk  hangings  of  the 
room,  which  formed  a  background  to  the  bowl. 
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It  set  her  teeth  on  edge,  so  to  speak,  pained 
her  like  a  bit  of  false  colouring  in  a  beautiful 
picture. 

She  rang  the  bell  at  once,  and  had  the 
flowers  removed. 

Then,  as  it  were,  stung  into  appreciation  of 
the  beautiful  things  around  her  by  this  bit  of 
harsh  colouring,  she  began  slowly  to  make  the 
round  of  the  room,  looking  at,  or  trying  to 
look  at,  the  works  of  art  with  which  it 
abounded,  not  with  the  eyes  of  Lady  Joan, 
the  mistress  of  the  mansion,  John  GaskelPs 
wife,  the  mother  of  Herrick— but  with  the 
eyes  of  Lady  Joan,  the  connoisseur,  the  lover 
of  art  and  beauty,  of  perfect  form  and  glorious 
colour,  for  their  own  sake  only.  It  was  all 
in  vain.  There  was  not  a  table,  a  chair,  a 
statuette,  or  bit  of  china  but  what  was  in 
itself  an  eye-delight,  and  contributed  its  quota 
of  beauty  to  a  beautiful  whole ;  all  the  same, 
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not  a  table,  or  chair,  or  statuette,  or  bit  of 
china,  but  brought  back  with  it  a  rush  of 
memories  of  her  early  married  life.  This  one 
John  had  bought  at  her  request,  that  one  John 
had  asked  her  to  choose.  Those  curtains  had 
been  woven  at  Gobelin,  from  a  design  which 
John  had  requested  her  to  make  ;  for  that  bit 
of  sculpture  John  had  sent  to  Florence,  for 
a  birthday  present  for  her. 

It  was  too  much.  ^'  Thought  must  cease  or 
my  brains  will  go,"  she  said  to  herself.  And 
so,  because  no  other  way  of  making  thought  to 
cease  occurred  to  her,  she  opened  her  piano 
and  let  her  fingers  wander  over  the  keys. 

Surely  never  before  was  music  played  under 
stranger  conditions.  There  was  no  audience, 
unless  the  beautiful,  voiceless  things  about 
her  could  be  -counted  as  such,  no  lofty 
aspiration  or  emotion  within  calling  for  ex- 
pression ;    her    only  inspiration  was    a    dread 
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crisis  drawing  near  and  nearer  witli  every  note 
she  touched  ! 

Yet  Lady  Joan  had  never  at  her  best  played 
with  a  finer  touch,  never  thrown  more  of 
meaning  into  the  weird,  wild  melodies — of 
Eubinstein,  Chopin,  and  some  unknown  Polish 
musician — which  came  springing  up  from 
under  her  firm  light  fingers. 

And  if  one  versed  in  the  tragedies  of  life 
had  chanced  to  enter  the  room  as  she  played 
he  might  have  said  not  only,  '^  that  stern-faced 
statuesque  woman  is  a  finished  musician,"  but 
also,  ' '  that  woman  has  something  equivalent 
to  a  soul  in  her  body,  although  she  is 
doing  her  best  to  keep  it  down  in   chains  of 


CHAPTER  XV. 

Some  distant  clock  struck  ten.  Lady  Joan 
rose  from  the  piano  and  wandered  to  the  win- 
dow once  more. 

The  moon  had  risen  high  now  ;  the  shadow 
of  the  house  had  shrunk  away  almost  to  the 
walls.  The  terrace  and  garden  were  flooded 
with  silver  light.  Beyond,  the  skeletons  of  the 
park  trees  showed  black  against  an  even  spread 
of  luminous  sky. 

Hark  !  Was  that  the  sound  of  wheels  ?  Lady 
Joan  strained  her  ear  to  listen. 

^'  It  is  at  hand  now,"  she  thought.  ^*  Either 
Herrick,  or  one   of  those   men  whose  business 
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it  is  to  enforce  the  keeping  of  the  Ten  Com- 
mandents,  is  within  my  own  gates  now.  Be  it 
so.  Whoever  comes,  I  am  here  to  receive 
him.  Let  others,  if  they  will,  take  their  stand 
upon  the  Decalogue,  I  will  take  mine  on  the 
laws  which  sent  the  thunder  and  the  lightning 
together  with  the  Decalogue — ay,  on  the  very 
laws  which  built  Mount  Sinai  itself  upon  the 
dust  and  debris  of  thousands  of  living  crea- 
tures pushed  out  of  existence  by  others  who 
had  a  better  right  to  live." 

Then,  because  she  distrusted  her  own  powers 
of  hearing,  she  opened  one  of  the  long  French 
windows,  and  stepped  out  on  the  terrace. 

She  was  right ;  the  wheels  bringing  her 
visitor  were  within  her  own  gates  now,  and  in 
another  moment  the  lumbering  Wrexford  fly 
showed — a  black,  square,  moving  blot — as  it 
emerged  from  the  shadowy  avenue  into  the 
moonlit   carriage  sweep.    It    suddenly  pulled 
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up.  There  came  tlie  sound  of  voices,  some  one 
alighted,  and,  no  doubt  attracted  by  the  square 
of  light  on  the  terrace,  which  proclaimed  an 
open  doorway  or  window,  turned  his  steps 
thither  instead  of  making  for  the  front-door  of 
the  house. 

But,  whoever  he  was,  he  was  not  Herrick. 
His  carriage  was  that  of  an  older  man,  though 
his  steps  were  swift  and  firm  as  a  boy's.  Lady 
Joan  narrowed  her  eyes  in  the  effort  to  scan 
the  features  half  hidden  by  the  low- crowned 
hat  which  the  man  wore.  Could  it  be  one  of 
those  local  Justices,  who  had  broken  bread 
with  her,  come  to  give  her  a  word  of  warning 
before  the  emissiaries  of  the  law  found  her 
out  ?  Was  it — ah  !  who  could  it  be  ? 

The  man  was  about  a  yard  distant  from  her 
now.  He  paused,  lifting  his  hat.  The  wliite 
moonlight  fell  full  upon  the  stern,  dark  face  of 
Yaughan  Elliot. 
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Lady  Joan  gave  a  sharp,  low  cry. 

Thirty  years  since  these  two  had  last  looked 
each  other  in  the  face  ;  and  now  they  met  with 
the  black,  impassable  gulf  of  a  great  crime 
between  them ! 

"White,  rigid,  motionless,  she  stood  gazing 
at  him.  This  was  Yaughan  Elliot,  and  this 
was  what  thirty  years  had  done  for  him : 
quenched  the  fire  in  his  eye,  but  thrown  into 
it,  instead,  depth  and  tenderness  ;  turned  his 
hair  from  black  to  grey,  but  given  to  him  a 
brow  on  which  thought  sat  throned.  In  a  word, 
they  had  turned  a  handsome  face  into  a  noble 
one ;  had  stamped  on  it  the  expression  of  a 
greatness  of  soul,  which  compensated  a  thou- 
sand times  over  for  any  lost  graces  of  youth. 

And  Yaughan  Elliot,  on  his  part,  stood 
gazing  at  the  hard-featured,  white-haired 
woman  who  fronted  him. 

'*  Can  it  be — is  it  possible  ?  "    he  muttered. 
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^'  Where  lias  her  soul  gone  ?  Can  this  be 
Joan?" 

The  words  seemed  wrung  out  of  his  very 
heart.  IN'ot  Father  Elliot,  priest,  preacher,  and 
missionary,  stood  looking  at  her  now,  but  the 
Yaughan  Elliot  of  long  ago,  who  had  held  her 
in  his  arms  and  had  kissed  her  on  the  lips, 
thinking,  poor  fool,  that  those  lips  would  be 
his  own  for  ever. 

He  mastered  himself  with  an  effort. 

*' Joan,'^  he  said,  speaking  in  the  deep,  rich 
tones  she  knew  so  well,  ''  I  have  come  to-night 
to  see  you,  not  for  mere  idle  talk  of  the  days 
gone  by,  but  because  necessity  is  laid  on  me 
to  speak  words  to  you  which  not  another  soul 
under  heaven  can  speak." 

Lady  Joan's  lips  parted,  but  not  a  sound 
came  forth.  A  strange  light  leapt  into  her  eye. 
She  shrank  back  into  the  shadows,  which  made 
a  margin  on  one  side  to  the  moonlit  terrace. 
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^' You  will  think  me  abrupt,  stern,  harsli," 
lie  resumed,  ^'  but  bitter  words,  as  well  as  sweet 
ones,  have  at  times  to  be  spoken." 

He  broke  oflp  for  a  moment  to  master  his 
Yoice,  then  went  on  once  more  in  harder,  drier 
tones. 

''  What  I  have  to  say  is  this  :  among  all 
those  whom  you  have  wronged  and  made  to 
suffer,  I  stand  your  heaviest  creditor.'' 

Lady  Joan  started  and  caught  in  her  breath. 
She  had  been  expecting  to  be  charged  with  a 
crime  of  later  date,  not  in  this  way  to  have  the 
sins  of  her  youth  flung  in  her  face. 

'^  The  time  left  me  is  so  short — I  can  only 
stay  here  a  few  minutes — that  I  am  not  able 
to  say  what  I  have  to  say  in  polite,  circuitous 
fashion,"  he  went  on.  "  The  harsh  things  I 
have  to  say  must  be  harshly  said,  or  not  at  all. 
You  may,  perhaps,  think  I  have  no  right  to 
speak,  either  smoothly  or  harshly,  to  you.     I 
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maintain  that  I  have  such  a  right — the  right 
of  a  man  to  speak  out  his  mind  to  one  who 
has  robbed  him,  made  him  a  bankrupt,  and  has 
not  the  slightest  hope  of  ever  paying  back 
a  farthing  of  all  the  thousands  he  has 
stolen." 

Farther  and  farther  into  the  shadows  shrank 
Lady  Joan.  She  stretched  out  her  hands 
towards  him  as  if  she  would  deprecate  his 
harsh  speaking,  but  still  not  a  word  could  she 
find  to  say. 
He  went  on  : 

'•'•  Look  at  your  debt  to  your  husband  I 
Heavy  though  it  was,  it  does  not  equal  mine. 
His  life  was  not  ruined  for  him  as  mine  has 
been.  A  year  or  two  of  happiness — not  thirty, 
mind  you — you  may  have  taken  out  of  his  life, 
nothing  more.  Also  you  may  have  spoilt  your 
son's  life  for  a  year  or  two,  but  not  for  longer. 
He  has  already  found  for  himself  hopes  and 
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interests  in  life  which  your  hand  is  powerless 
to  touch." 

Again  he  broke  off,  then  resumed  in  a  lower 
and  more  solemn  tone  : 

'^And  that  old  man — that  helpless,  dying 
old  man  left  to  your  care — you  robbed  merely 
of  a  few  hours  of  a  worn-out  life.  Yes,  black 
and  infamous  as  that  crime  was,  I  say  it  did 
not  equal  the  sin  you  sinned  against  me  when 
you  broke  faith  with  me." 

Lady  Joan  was  leaning,  absolutely  for  sup- 
port, against  the  wall  now,  her  face  whiter  than 
the  moonlight  which  glinted  so  sharply  on  her 
white  hair. 

^^  Ay,  I  say,  count  up  your  debts,  make  a  list 
of  your  creditors,"  the  priest  went  on,  his  voice 
ringing  out  passionately  now,  "and  put 
Vaughan  Elliot  at  the  head  of  that  list,  the 
man  whom  you  have  robbed  of  thirty  of  his  best 
years.     Think  of  that !  Thirty  years  of  youth, 
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hope,  happiness,  taken  out  of  his  life ;  thirty 
years  of  a  starved,  hungry  heart,  given  him  in 
their  stead !  This  is  the  debt  he  charges  you 
with.  Now  what  have  you  to  give  him  by  way  of 
payment?  Nothing — absolutely  nothing.  Why, 
therefore,  I  say  I  am  your  heaviest  creditor. 
And  who  in  the  wide  world  can  gainsay  it  ?  " 

His  last  words  rang  out  fiercely,  defiantly,  in 
the  stillness  of  the  night. 

Lady  Joan  was  trembling  from  head  to  foot. 
Her  outstretched  hands  fell  helplessly  to  her 
side.  Where  was  now  the  plea  which  before 
had  come  so  glibly  to  her  lips,  that  the  laws  of 
red- toothed,  red-handed  Nature  justified  her  in 
her  hard-heartedness  and  self-seeking  ? 

A  change  came  over  Father  Elliot's  face. 
The  sternness  of  his  features  relaxed.  His 
next  words  came  in  a  strangely  vibrating  tone. 

''  But  why  do  I  say  this  ?  "  he  said.  "  Why 
do  I  come  now,  when  your  whole  soul  must  be 
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torn  with  anguish  for  your  sins,  to  flourish 
your  debtors'  account  in  your  face?  Is  it  to 
call  down  vengeance  on  your  head  ?  Is  it  that 
I  may  look  np  to  Heaven  and  say,  '  As  this 
woman's  sin  is  beyond  reparation,  so  let  it  be 
beyond  remission  ?  '  No.  I  come  here  to-night 
because,  as  I  am  your  heaviest  creditor,  so  on 
me  is  laid  the  heaviest  obligation  to  remit  your 
debt.  I  come  to  say,  '  Joan,  from  the  bottom 
of  my  heart,  fully,  freely,  eternally,  I  forgive 
you.  Take  heart.  There  is  hope  for  you. 
"When  yon  stand  before  the  great  Judgment 
Seat,  and  the  scroll  of  your  crimes  is  unrolled, 
you  will  not  be  without  your  plea,  but  will  be 
able  to  bow  your  head  and  say,  ^  Lord,  if  this 
man  against  whom  I  have  so  greatly  sinned 
can  freely  forgive  me,  wilt  Thou  not  have 
mercy  ? '  " 

His  voice  gave   way  with   the   last   word. 
He    was    evidently    sorely   shaken.      As   for 
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Lady  Joan,  the  wall  could  no  longer  sup- 
port her  trembling  limbs.  She  bad  sunk  on 
her  knees  to  the  ground,  hiding  her  face  in 
her  hands. 

There  fell  a  moment  of  silence,  then  she 
heard  his  footsteps  descending  the  terrace 
steps,  then  she  heard  them  pause  on  the 
gravelled  walk  beneath. 

If  she  had  dared  to  withdraw  her  hands 
from  her  eyes,  she  might  have  seen  his 
white,  agonised  face  upturned  for  a  moment 
to  the  clear,  cold  sky,  then  downcast  to  the 
whitened  earth  at  his  feet.  But  she  did  not 
so  dare,  and  thus  she  looked  upon  his  face 
no  more,  only  heard  his  voice,  in  low,  pas- 
sionate, pleading  tones  exclaim : 

'^  0  earth,  earth.  Mother  earth,  how  can 
you  bear  to  see  the  children,  whom  you  have 
brought  into  the  world,  and  nurtured,  and 
cherished,    sinning,   suffering,  agonising,   and 
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not  open  wide  your  arms  and  take  them  back 
to  your  bosom  once  more  !  " 

Then  she  heard  his  footsteps  retreating 
slowly,  wearily  on  the  gravel ;  and  then 
there  came  to  her  the  sound  of  wheels. 
Presently  these  died  away  in  the  distance, 
and  she  knew  that  she  was  left  alone  in  the 
moonlight  once  more. 

Her  hands  fell  from  her  face  ;  she  dragged 
herself  to  her  feet.  She  dared  not  upturn 
her  face  as  he  had  done  to  the  lustrous  sky ; 
her  eyes  seemed  fastened  on  the  earth  at  her 
feet,  bathed  in  the  white  light. 

^^  0  earthy  Mother  earth,"  she  repeated 
drearily,  in  a  far-away  tone,  ^^how  can 
you  bear  to  see  your  children  sinning  and 
agonising,  and  not  open  wide  your  arms 
and  take  them  back  to  your  bosom  once 
more  !  " 

Then,   scarcely   conscious  of  what  she  was 
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doing,  she  slowly  wandered  down  the  terrace 
steps  and  along  the  path  that  Yaughan  Elliot 
had  followed.  Were  angels  leading  her  ? 
were  fiends  driving  her  ?  She  did  not  know. 
She  was  only  conscious  of  an  irresistible 
longing  to  be  moving;  to  be  going  some- 
where, doing  something ;  though  where  or 
what  she  did  not  know. 

So  on  she  went.  Now  down  the  avenue, 
grim  with  its  underlying  fantastic  shadows  ; 
now  across  a  great  green  field,  on  which  a 
mist,  saturated  with  moonlight,  was  lying 
like  a  silver  lake ;  now  through  a  side-gate 
— the  very  one  by  which  Lois  had  left  the 
scene  of  festivities  three  months  back — into 
the  high  road,  shut  in  with  its  black,  leafless 
hedges.  And  ever  as  she  went  she  kept 
muttering  Yaughan  Elliot's  words:  ^'0  earth, 
Mother  earth,  how  can  you  bear  to  see  your 
children  sinning  and  agonising,  and  not  open 
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wide  your  arms  and  take  them  back  to  your 
bosom  once  more  !  " 

Was  it  a  prayer?  She  did  not  know.  If 
one  had  told  her  to  go  down  on  her  knees 
and  pray,  she  would  have  said :  '^  I  dare  not 
so  much  as  lift  my  eyes  to  Heaven."  But  all 
the  same,  as  slowly,  with  do^vn-cast  eyes,  she 
wandered  along  the  road,  her  lips  muttered 
Yaughan  Elliot's  words  ceaselessly,  imploring- 
ly, as  if  she  were  addressing  some  hidden  deity. 

She  did  not  take  the  road  leading  to  Saint 
Elizabeth's  church,  but  turning  in  an  oppo- 
site direction,  wandered  on  towards  the  bleak 
treeless  heath  which  Eather  Elliot  had  crossed 
on  his  way  to  Longridge. 

Blacker,  bleaker  than  ever  it  showed  in 
the  white  moonlight.  A  soft  wind  was  rising 
now;  light,  fleecy  clouds  were  gathering  on 
the  horizon,  and  ever  and  anon  went  fleeting 
across  the  moon. 
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Lady  Joan's  feet  were  saturated  with  the 
dewy  grass  she  had  gone  over,  her  velvet 
skirt  clung  round  her  like  some  damp  shroud. 
Yet  on  and  on  she  went,  her  head  bowed, 
her  eyes  down-cast,  her  lips  moving  to  the 
words  which  had  so  strange  a  ring  of  prayer 
in  them. 

She  had  the  whole  of  the  desolate  heath  to 
herself,  there  was  never  a  sound  of  life  far 
or  near.  The  black  gorse  bushes  clutched  at 
her  clinging  skirts,  and  every  now  and  then 
a  big,  half- hidden  boulder  stone  made  her 
stumble,  yet  on  she  went  straight  across  the 
waste,  pausing  only  when  she  reached  the 
disused  coal  shaft,  with  its  tottering  rail 
and  piled-up  mounds  of  weed-grown  rubbish 
on  either  side. 

Here  she  sank  down  wearily  on  her  knees, 
leaning  her  head,  her  arms  on  the  tottering 
rail,  and  looking  down  into  the  shaft,  which 
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yawned  black,  like  some  bottomless  pit,  in  the 
midst  of  the  white  moonlight. 

And  once  more  her  lips  muttered  Yaughan 
Elliot's  words,  shortened  now  to  a  simple 
passionate  entreaty,/^  0  earth,  earth,  Mother 
earth,  open  wide  your  arms  and  take  me  back 
to  your  bosom  once  more." 

The  light,  fleecy  clouds  swept  over  the 
moon,  and  for  a  moment  darkness  like  a 
great  curtain  fell  athwart  the  heath.  When 
the  moon  shone  out  once  more  and  the 
darkness  lifted,  a  broken  rail  swayed  to  and 
fro  over  the  mouth  of  the  shaft,  but  there 
was  no  white-faced,  forlorn  woman  kneeling 
there,  with  a  prayer  to  Mother  earth  on  her 
lips. 
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